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PREFACE 


— — 


Ir may ſeem needleſs to many for another 
book of Hymns to be publiſhed, after ſo many 
compoſitions and collections having already 
appeared; but my reaſon for publiſhing the 
preſent, is not becauſe I was born or bred to 
the buſineſs of hynn-making, but becauſe I am. 
not ſatisfied with any collection or compoſition 
I have ever ſeen, TI own, of many, the bells 
were caft at a celebrated foundry, and in 
ring ing, are tunable enough to many; but a 
clear Goſpel tone is not found in them. For 
perfectus, abſolutus, con ſummatus, exactus, 
perfefion, human wiſdom, and ſtreng th, and 
A 


11 PREFACE, | 
merit, free eviii; and the like, give Sion's bells = 
« Levitical twang, If perfection be brought 1 
an, it hould be applied to the Author (ſtultiſ- L 2 
imus) à perfect fool. | 


th 

Thr:fe Hymns are intended, under God, 7 

#o fink the Creature to his real ſtandard of : E 
worthleſſneſs and helpleſſneſs, and to exalt 4 
the Savicur in the Hearts of his people. The : 

emptineſs of man, and fullneſs of Chriſt. are | 70 

my topics, and will not ſuit the reliſh of cor- 

rupted nature, nor anſwer the purpoſe of gild- | 

ing, or varniſh to hide, a baſe metal. 


Original ſin, eternal abſolute eledlion, 
| particular redemption, effcacious grate in 5 
regeneration, the impotence of the will of . © 
man to that which is ſpiritually good, the 
perſeverance of the ſaints, the ſpecial pro- | 
erdence of God, the end of the righteous | 


PREFACE, Lt 
and the wicked, chriſtian experience, the na- 
ture of true faith, with the fruits of grace ; 
the complete ſalvation of Jeſus, and the pro- 
miſe of eternal life in him to the elect, with 
the ordinance of baptiſm and that of the Lord's 
ſupper,are the ſulject- matter of the following 


Hymns, 


Reader, God bleſs you=-Your's to ferve 
with ſuch as I have, 


F. Hews, 


DuNSTABLE, 


February 13th, 1800. 
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\ To find any Hymn by the Firſt 


Line. 
A 
* Hymn. 
| A cnanriox here I ſee, 23 
A chariot here we find, 68 
| A child of God don't ſpring, 78 
Alas! how long I ſought, 7 
Alas, poor ſou}, what now, 83 
All hail! Eternal Grace, 62 


All hail! thou rich and matchleſs grace 131 
All that the choſen want while here 39 


And now the time is come, = 
| And when the time ſhall come, 24 
Art thou a captive held in fin, 99 


A iij 


1311 


VI INDEX, 
8 B Hymn 
Behold Jehova's love, 3 


Bleſs'd be the Father's boundleſs love, 30 
Buried with Chriſt believers be, 124 
By what amazing grace 123 
Call me away from things of carth, 103 


Come, mourning {ouis, &c. 102 


Come now, ye children of our God, 96 
Convinc'd by thee, my God, I feel, 113 


Corrupted nature wants, 107 
Could fuch a thing be done, 65 
\\ D . 

Darken'd ſoul, a little while, 46 
Diſtreſſed ſoul, to thee I come, 97 
+ 2 

Exalted Prince of Life, we own, 119 
_ F 

Father of Chrift, our ſpirits own, 122 
Firm it ſtands, and for ever ſure, 79 
For ever thou a Prieſt art made, 13 


Friend of friendleſs ſinners, thou, 115 
From out thy gates Jeruſalem, 93 


— 
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88 


INDEX. ' vii 


| G Hymn 

God's elect are Jeſus' ſheep, |, -:, 156 
Grace the wonderous theme, 11235 
1 10 

Hail Immanuel! God with us 147 
Hark! a voice of love and mercy, 112 
Haughty ſinners talk in vain, . 19 
Hear, each ambitious ſilly worm, 98 


How great Jehova's bounties are, 118 
How long, dear Saviour, ſhall it be, 38 


How many hopes are built, 51 
How precious is thy truth, my God, 99 
How ſhall I come to thee, - 77 
How wrong 1s the man, 76 
I 
I am, faith Chriſt, the way, 45 
If for a moment God's withdrawn, 1120 
If good the tree is found, 104 
If what theſe words make known, 53 
In Lazarus I ſec, 7 Wo 
Is this the Saviour's will, 2 
Is this the narrow way, 44 


I is ſurpriſing odd, | 120 
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viii INDEX. 


Hymn . 
Jeſus, how TAE oe is thy name, 87 
Jeſus is the ſinner's friend, 114 
Jeſus, the Church's head, 124 
Jeſus, the name high over all, 8 
Jeſus, the name, high over all, 91 
Jeſus, to me this grace impart, 6 

K 
Kind Jeſus, ſhew me how 3 
1 


Lord, in thy word I plainly ſee, 76 


Lov'd of God from everlaſting, 111 


Lovely Jeſus, bleeding Lamb, 125 
M 
Morning ſtar, I wait for thee, 42 
My deareſt Lord doth know my caſe, 8; 
My Jeſus is the living rock, 69 
My native pride has work'd within, 37 
N 
No flint more hard, no ſtone, &c. 108 
No man upon the earth, 11 
No mortal worm need ever fear, 54 


Not from the will of man nor blood, 74 
Now let us all agree, 1 


INDEX, ix 


Now to my God I'd lift my eyes, 109 
+ Now to the Maſter of the feaſt, 1934 

0 | 
Obedient to thy facred word, 127 
Of all the grandees of the earth, 64 
Of him that did ſalvation bring, 48 
Of Reaſon's power ſome will boaſt, 61 
O Love Divine, how {weet thou art, 80 


O may I really thirlt to prove, 100 
O my baſe and wicked heart, 17 
O that I could but willing ſit, 83 
O thou immortal Spirit, | 42 
Ordain'd by everlaſting love, 129 
Our Friend on high, &c, 35 
Our grateſul ſongs ſhall riſe, 95 
P 
Poor ſinners ſing the ſlaughter'd Lamb, 71 
Prepare me, bleſſed God, 105 
Prince of light, enthron'd above, 234 
Promis'd Spirit, heav'nly Guide, 101 
Prophet of thy people all, 14 
R 
Banſom'd by the Saviour's blood, 9 


Remote from hence, by faith, &c. 84 


X INDEX. 


| 8 Hymn 
Saving Knowledge to the heart, 55 
Soldiers of Chriſt, preſs on, &c. 116 
Some ewes in Jeſus? paſture feed, 13 
Some talk of power, ſome of will, 57 

6; T 

The chariot that's here, 67 
The choſen of the Lord, 19 
The dreadful work is done, 21 
The law's a working plan, 58 
The little fruit I bear, 128 
The Lord's a friend, &c, 35 
The Lord deſcending from above, 47 
The love of Chriſt, our Friend, 123 
The ſoul that keeps the faith, 27 


The word of God ſome underſtand, 84 
The vital ſpark will fly 


22 
Thee, Father, now we bleſs, 136 
There is a Shepherd kind, &c. 12 
There 's one that falls the ſkies 73 
Lis finiſh'd, all is well, 25 


*Tis he that left the realms of blifs, 130 
*T1s in thy light I ſeg, + 52 


INDEX. X1 


9 To ſerve the Lord are ſaints, &c, 59 


Pe) 2p. + * 


wo ene 2 [2 


True faith within the heart, 26 
13 V 
Vain man, however wiſe, 29 
W 
Wanteſt thou the living bread, 18 
Well, Chriſt has died and roſe, &c. 16 
What leads a ſoul to boaſt, 49 
What object 's this that meets, &c, 126 
What voice is this, ſo kind, &c. 63 
Whate'er blind man may ſay, 31 
When at thy table Lord, 132 
When Chriſt becomes the friend 5 
When conſclence brings, &c. 7 
When God corrects for fin, 43- 


” 
6d"; "OM * gs.» 


When God has made a ſinner feel, 60 


When I, thro” grace, at Jeſus' feet, 66 


When men but walk a legal round, 


ö When on the mount of Jeſus love, 32 
When once a ſoul believes, 70 


Where muſt the guilty fly, 


Where mult the guilty conſcience flee 92 


aig Ae 


Why Jeſus, my Lord, 41 


& 


Nil ' INDEX, 


d 
Ye ranſom'd ſouls ſing, 
Ye wanton men, bewarc, 
. Z. 
Zion, the glory of the earth, 


With grief I feel my roving heart, 106 
With tender care the Shepherd leads, g4 
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! SION's SONGS. 

> HYMN I, 

For there are three that bear record in Heau- 
4 en,—1 Joln, v. 7. 

, Now let us all agree 

[1 . . 

3 To raife united cry, 


To the eternal Three, 

That fit enthron'd on high; 
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
That deign'd to fave us ſinners loſt, 


The Father's boundleſs love 
Demands a grateful ſong; 
Unchangeable it moves 
Eternity along; 
Stands like the Lord for ever ſure, 
And will when time ſhall be no more, 
B 


mr 
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The Saviour's charming name 


Is muſic to the ear; _ yg In 
Go, ſpread abroad his fame, | And b 
Bid dying finners hear: | 4 
He that has died to ſave the ſou], 
Is rais'd upon the goſpel pole. | 
Into the hardeſt heart, | With 


Immortal Spirit, ſhine, 

And bid us never part 

With what in Chriſt we find; 
Thus ſhall-we love, praiſe, and adore ® _ 
Thee, now, hencetorth, and evermore, Wu 


HYMN 1I, 


Father, I will that they alſo whom thou haſt 
given me, be with me where 1 am." 
% John, xvii, 42. 


Is this the Saviour's will? 
Then, Lord, it muſt be done; ws 
All thou haſt put into his hands, 
Shall ſce him on his throne. 
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May I with them be found, 

| In that bleſt world above; 
And bow and ſing among 'em there, 

And bleſs redeeming love. 


Redeem'd from death and hell 
By thy almighty grace, 
With thee and thine my ſoul ſhall dwell, 
For cver near thy face, 


Thy glory to behold, 
Aud fing thy praiſe above, 
With thoſe who on their harps of gold, 
| Proclaim that God 1s love, 


HYMN 1II, 
A tried Stone. —I1ſaiah, ü 16. 


Bzuor p! Jehovah's love 
A ſure foundation lays, 
- Thro? Jeſus rich atoning blood, 
| For everlaſting praiſe, 


N 5 
. . B uy 
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This tried almighty lone 
Has ſtood thro? ages paſt; 

And ſtill ſupports the Church alone, 
And will for ever laſt, 


It ſtood the ſerpent's pow'r, 
And all that earth could wage; 

And firm remains unto this hour, 
To everlaiting praiſe. 


*Twas tried by God's own hand, 


And bore his wrath divine; 


By which 'twas poliſh'd till to ſtand, 


And bright for ever ſhiae, 


No ſtone like this above, 

On earth no other prop; 
*Twas laid by everlaſting love, 

And well ſupports our hope, 


*Tis here my ſoul would reſt, 
And never quit its hold; 
Till I with Chriſt, in glory bleſt, 
This tried ſtone bchald, 


Thou a 


Ir 
An 


ABT. > 


$10x's 108 8 
HYMN IV. 


| PART FIRST, 
Thou art my hiding-place.— Pſalm, xxxii. 3. 


Wass muſt the guilty fly, 
7] hat feels his load of fin, 
By God condemn'd to die 
And ſelf-condemn'd within? 
Can any way be found to heal? 
Not any ſure by nature's (kill, 


What if his life he mend, 
To make a friend of God, 
And unto means attend, 
And weepeth tears of blood? 
The law will curſe with every breath, 
And daily wound his foul with death. 


He deeper ſinks in woe, 
And finds his guilt increaſe, 
To God he durſt not go, 


And from him has no peace: 
B iij 


a . (PET. 


—— —ͤ—ũ—ä— — — 
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vi0n's sog. 


6 


Without reprieve he'll ne'er find reſt. 


But how can juſtice ſmile, 
Upon the guilty ſoul ? 


| And mercy all the while, 


Pronounce the ſinner whole? 
Through Jeſus Chriſt, the living head, 


Who all the legal debt has paid, 


HYMNV, 


PART SECOND, 


Win Chi becomes the friend, 


He makes the conteſt ceaſe, 
Pays off each law- demand, 
And gives a full releaſe; 


| And juſtice, fatish*d by Chriſt, 


Says, Mercy, bid the ſoul rejoice, 


O! bliſsful ſound of grace, 
To ſouls that ſeek its ſtore, 
And wait to ſee Chriſt's face, 
And knock at Mercy's door : 


11 


The ſentence paſt within his breaſt, 


, 


s 10's SoN Gs. 7 


ow bleſt when he bis love imparts, 


_ 


a they can feel Chiiit in their hearts, 


This happine's be mine, 


1 Then han! thou bleeding love, 


I ſhall in g ory ſhine, 


2 And fee thy face Hove: 
> Enraptur'd ſing the ſong of grace, 
5 To thee, my Lord, my hiding-place. 


HYMN VI. 


Set me as a ſeal upon thine heart, as a ſeal 


upon thine arm,—Sol. Song, Vill, 6. 


Ess, to me this grace impart, 
Thou God of heav'nly love; 
Set me a ſeal upon thy heart, 
Nor death nor hell can move. 


As Aaron on his breaſt did bear“, 
The names of Jacob's ſons; 


*Exod. xxviii. 9. 


W 


— ——— öZ‚Gͤ— — — — 


83 sron's sone. 


Me on thy breaſt, my Jeſus, wear, 
Among the choſen ones“. 


Yea, ſet me as a precious ſeal — 
On thy dear heart divine; 

Thy cov'nant-love to me reveal, 
And ſhew me I am thine, 


Deep ſtamp'd by thee may it appear, 
With holineſs in view; 

Thy likeneſs, Jeſus, may I bear, 
And bear 1t plainly too, 


And ſeal me alſo on thine arm, 
My Jeſus, wear me there; 

And guard my ſoul ſecure from harm, 
And keep me in thy care. 


Thus ſeal'd upon thy heart and arm, 
And kept by love divine, 

My ſoul ſhall weather ev'ry ſtorm, 
And then in glory ſhine, 


* John, xv. 16. 
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HYMN VII. 


6 

Ke rely the land of Canaan floweth with mi 
and honey, and this cluſter of grapes is the 

4 Fruit of it. Nuns, X11, 27. A 


* 


Aras how long I ſought, 
For ſolid bliſs below; 
But time's belt comforts dearly bought, 


No ſolid good beſtow. 


If bleſt with plenty, I 
Have yet a ſtarving mind; 
I feed on aſhes, and mull die, 
At beſt but drink the wind “. 


Howe'er my body 's fed, 

| With what this earth ſupplies; 
: My foul muſt have the goſpel bread, 
Or lick it grows, and dies. 


T/atah, xliv. 20. Hoſea, xil. 1. 
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I've found, thro' Chriſt the Lord, 7 Joly t 


The better promis'd land; * Ow! 
Where milk and honey keep their hoard, | Thy hi 
And grapes in cluſters ſtand, 2 The 
Theſe grapes my ſoul hath eat, —Repe! 
And O! how rich they be; 5 Jef 
They make me long, and inly pant, And 
The vine above to ſee. | = W 


Upon that vine to feaſt, 

In Canaan's land above; 
There made an everlaſting gueſt, 

Nor more from hence remove, 


HYMN VIII. 


And given him a name which is above every 
name. — Phil. ii. g. 


Tzsvs, the name high over all, 
In heav'n, on earth, in hell; 
Before whom ſhining ſeraphs fall, 

Who ruleth all things well. 
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4 - 


, Holy they cry, and ſo thou art, 
Z Own'd by the hoſt above; 

d, Thy holineſs to me impart, 
he fruit of heav'nly love. 


Repentance deep, and faith that's ſound, 
4 Jeſus, on me beſtow ; 

And in that way may I be found, 
Which thy redeemed go. 


* 


Save me by grace unto the end, 

Then take me home to thee; 
And jeſus' name my ſoul ſhall ſing, 
hro' all eternity. 
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If ſon 
1 1 5 1 his. 
HYMN IX. Teach 
They 
PART FIRST. 5 
21 


Te all feed his flock like a ſhepherd : h*% 
ſhall gather the lambs with his ern, an 
carry them in his boſom, and ſhall gent! 
lead thoſe that are with young.—1/aia/% 
xl. 11, | 


Raxsom'o by the Saviour's blood, 
Are the choſen ſons of God; 

By the church's ſfov'reign head, 
Theſe to Zion's fold are led. 


Under Jeſus? watchful eye, 2 
In theſe paſtures ſafe do lie; To 
They are his by price and pow'r, 
He will keep them evermore. 


If ſome lion ſeize a lamb, 
Then the Saviour's mighty arm 
Takes it from the beait of pray, 


Bears the choſen charge away, 


bo 


g s 10's SONGS, 13 
1 ſome hireling's voice invoke 
A his, the aviour's 1anlom'd flock, 
Teschings from the Lord forbid 
' They the hireling's voice ſhould heed, 


hriſt alone will have the heart, 
Wich his choſen ne'er will part; 
Love from him begets their love, 
To the church's head above. 


HYMN X. 


PART SECOND. 


Tur choſen of the Lord 
| Are call'd by ſaving grace, 
To live upon the Saviour's word, 
And truſt his promiſes, 


1 The bleating ſheep appear, 
7 And often raiſe a cry, 


ys 


F Vhile Chriſt their Shepherd, drawing 
Doth ev'ry want ſupply. [ near, 
C 


— — em mon = 
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He knows their ev'ry need 
And freely doth he give: 

For them the Shepherd deign'd to bleed 
For them he now doth live, 


He keeps both great and ſmall, 
And guides with careful hand, 
Till he hath brought them, one and all, 

To feaſt in Canaan's land. 


HYMN XI. 


PART THIRD, 


No man upon the earth 

Can feed the church of God, 
Except his ſoul's of heav'nly birth, 

And he be taught of God, 


The ranſom'd ſheep appear 
As in a ſtarving caſe, 

When they a ſtranger's voice do heas 
That javours not of grace. 


What 
oy * 
A F 


] 


The | 


4 


: The | 


And 
= Ar 


* 
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The doctrine may be good, 

hut if the man don't know 

d What pardon is in Jeſus* blood, 
Ihe ſheep appear but low. 


Experience from the heart 
The ſheep of Chrilt make glad; 
"The Lord the bleſſing doth impart, 
And then the ſheep are fed, 


The Holy Spirit 's giv'n, 
| The word for to apply; 
The ſheep receive the word from heav'n, 
| And leap and ikip for joy, 


HYMN XII. 
PART FOURTH, 


Taras is a Shepherd kind and firong, 
S That's mindful of his ſheep; 

And in his boſom bears the young, 
And doth in ſafety keep, 

Þ C 1) | 


” —— 


— 


a 46 $10N's zones. 
Each helpleſs lamb of his that's here, 


| E. es, 
Inu. 
He'll gather by his grace; And 


And in his tender boſom bear 


b 8 To 
| Along the wilderneſs. 4: 
| | And 
| Thus well ſecured they from harm, * He 
| And kept from ev'ry foe ; His 


His boſom ſweet their hearts doth warm . 
And ſtronger thus they grow. a 


Dea! 

Thus held in Jeſus? arms of love, = A 
And leaning on his breaſt, And 
They ſafe and ſweetly onward move, ET 


To be for ever bleſt. 


ee Fa 2 


HYMN XIII, 


. — F . — 
” — __ — — — 
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PART FIFTH, 


Sous ewes in Jeſus' paſture feed, lie 
That pregnant are with young; XI: 

And theſe the Lord will gently lead, Sh. 
And help their feet along. 2 
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q A Les, there are ſouls, by fervent pray 'r, 
, That wreſtle hard with God; 5 
Au wait the time when he'll WN 


To make the promiſe good. 


| And when he brings into the birth, 
> He will not then deceive; 
His grace ſhall bring the children forth, 
m ho Ag alk their God to give, 


Dear Lord, thy ran ſom'd flock regard, 
And gather up thy own; 


And bleſs the ewes with full reward, 
That travail till thou come, 


HYMN XIV. 


PROPHET, 


ZPrornzr of thy people all, 
ear me, Jeſus, when I call; 
*Mlake me to ſalvation wile, 
Shed thy grace and ope my eyes. 
2 Ci 113 


18 4708's so,. 
Shew me, Lord, how vile I be, 
Make me know my need of thee; 
Let thy Spirit free impart 

Full ſalvation to my heart, 


Teach me as thou teacheſt thine; 
Learn me leſſons all divine: 

Make me know thy precious blood ; 
Let me have the peace of God. 


Let me know what ſcriptures mean, 
Make the darkeſt paſſage plain ; 
Give me, Lord, a clearer fight 
Of the truth, in thy own light. 


Keep me in the narrow way, 
Never ſuffer me to {tray ; 
Teach me daily, by thy grace, 
Till in heav'n I fee thy face. 


There, with all the hoſt above, 


Loſt in wonder, praiſe, and love, 
Spend a long eternity, 


Sceing, knowing more of thee. 


910N'S SONGS, 19 


1 HYMN. XV. 
+ IAIS Tr. 


For ever thou a Prieſt art made, 7 
My Jeſus; and my God; 

And in the court of heav'n doth plead 
The merit of thy Blood. 

7 
To this thy all-availing plea, 

Thy father doth attend; 
And looks and ſmiles on worthleſs me, 
And ſhews himſelf my friend, 


When all my fins my Jeſus bore, 
And grappl'd fore in blood; 
And, ſunk beneath each penal ſcore, 
> He paid my debt to God. 


And now he pleads for me on high; 
> The incence of his pray'r 
Perfumes the region of the ſky, 


And brings my Fatker near. 


1 * 
1 * 


* 
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Tis here I'd fix my ev'ry hope, 


7M 


And reſt on Chriſt alone; But tho 
And ſend my pray'r and praiſes up, 4 
Thro' the atoning Son, * id 
And 

HYMN XVI. 5 

KING, 7 


My 
"WY 
* 


Wer L, Chriſt has died and roſe again, ' 


Aſcended up on high; 1 no! 
And there we ſee fair Zion's King, Le/ 
Enthron'd above the ſky, A wa 
ö 7 

As King he'll rule in all his own, | 0 
, ; 


By love and righteouſneſs : 
Reveals his will, and makes it known, All | 


And gives the pow'r of grace, * 
Fro 

The ſceptre well becomes his hand, * ( 
And ſaints from love do bow, NY 
Obedient to his high command, cf 


And grace inſtructs them how. 
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B It thoſe who dare oppoſe his reign, 
| 3 Muſt feel his iron rod ; 


ill by the King of ſaints be ſlain, 


0 know the wrath of God. 


in, 


7 HYMN XVII. 


w 


not thine heart he gled when he flumbleth : 

| Left the Lord fee it, and it diſpleaſe him, 
and he turn away his wrath from Him — 
Prov. xxiv. 17, 18. 


+ oice not when thine enemy fa{leth, and let 


0 My baſe and wicked heart, 


All corrupt in ev'ry part! 


| Ever roving, prone to ſtray 
From the truth of goſpel way, 


Il ſome ſnare my ſoe beguile, 

; _ How this wicked heart would ſmile; 
111 he tumbl'd into fin, 
4 v hat a pltaſure roſe within. 


* 


1 


—— _ 
r 


F 


- 
* 
- 


. 
* by 
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- 
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Had his fin his ruin been, 

I had gloried in his fin; 

Had he ſunk in endleſs thrall, 
I had triumph'd in his fall. 


What a wicked wretch am I! 
Juſtice lays I ought to die; 

Vengeance might have reach'd my head. 
Spar'd the foe, and ſtruck me dead. | 


* 


* 
Wool. 


May thy mercy learn me how 
Mercy to my foe to ſhew; 
Tell me how to live aright, 
Make ſweet mercy my delight. 


Lord, thy teachings I deſire, 
How to caſt this mercy's fire 
On the ſpiteful, when they frown, 
Not to burn, but melt them down. 
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HYMN XVIII. 


THe that tilleth his land ſhall have plenty of 
wy bread,—Prov. xXviii. 19. 


% Varese thou the living bread ? 
| FF ould thy foul with this be ted ? 
Look to Chriſt for heav'nly ſkill, 

3 "How the ground you well may till. 
1 

Ground corrupt of thy own heart, 
1 Foul and dry in ev'ry part; 

7 Ground ſo bad as this to bear, 

. and ſinful ſorrow there, 


rin it's broke by Jeſus' grace, 
fon plants will grow apace; 
Bible ſeed muſt there be ſown, 
*Z Elſe no fruit the Lord will own. 


3 Gracious tears may mellow well, 
5 Tervent pray'r will help the ſoil; 
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Waſh it well in Jeſus“ blood, 
Then the ſoil is ſweet and good. 


Holy 


Man 1 


4 Born 
Daily watch the filthy ſwine, W Till t 
Swiniſh luſts will eat the grain; 4 
Careful be to move the thorn, XX Once 


Cares of earth choak all the corn. | $ And 


Now 
Seek to Jeſus and his word, 1 jeſu 
Aſk inſtruction of the Lord; | 


There for ev'ry bleſhng flee, 
Aud a bleſſing thou ſhalt ſee. 


All 
= All 
| All 
HYMN XIX, on 
Where there is neither Greek nor Jew, cir- a 

cumciſion nor uncircumcifion, Barbarian, 


Scythian, bond, nor free: but Chrift is all, 
and in ail, — Col. iii. 11. 


H avcury ſinners talk in vain, 
Wiſdom is not found with them, 
Of their power and their part, 

Till they urge the Chriſtian's heart. 


* 
| 
* 


7 1 . 
* * 
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Holy Scripture plein goth ſhew 
Man is weok, and worthlcls too; 
Born in {1:4 and total blind, 


Till che Lord rejcalc his mind. 


Once I thought I'd ſomething gat, 
And was pleas'd enough with that; 
Now I find I've nought at all, 
Jeſus Chriſt is all in all. 


| All my wiſdom is the Lord, 


All my treaſure 's in his word; 
All my power he to keep, 
Safe among his ranlom'd ſheep. 


All the merits I can claim, 
Is the death of Chriſt the Lamb; 
All my hope of joy above, 
Is from jeſus' dying love, 


This is he of whom I ſing, 
All he 1s in ev'ry thing; 
Gives me pow'r to watch and pray, 
Will to ſerve him day by day. 
D 
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Will and pow'r his name to love, ; T 
Will and pow'r his truth to prove; 'S \ 
Will and pow'r to ſeek his face, 2 The! 
Glory be unto his grace. 1 4 
HYMN XX.. 'S 


And it came to paſs, while he bleſſed them, he 
was parted from them, and carried up into 
Heaven. And they worſhipped him, ang 
returned to Jeruſalem with great joy.— 4 
Luke, xxiv. 31, 52. | 


A x» now the time is come, 
Ihe Lord muſt mount on high; 

He leaves a bleſſing with his oW 56. 
Then ſoars into the ſky. 


He ſoars with eaſy flight, 
Beyond the fight of men; 
Unfold ye doors of endleſs light, 
And let the Saviour in. 


ry 


| f- Miriads of ſaints and angels own, 


5 And low before him fall. 
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The gazing ſkies reply, 
Who is this mighty one ? 

. The King of Glory, angels cry, 
The Father's cqual Son. 


_ 


From regions of the dead, 


3 The Conqu'ring Hero's come; 
7 

3 ow down ye gates your lofty heads, 
A Receive him to his throne, 


There, ſeated on his throne, 
bo The Sov'reign Lord of all, 


There Zion's King doth fit, 

That ev'ry ſaint may riſe, 
And fill at laſt a bliſsful ſeat, 
With Jeſus, in the ſkies, 
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HYMN.XXI. 


When Jeſus therefore had received the vine- 
gar, he jaid, It is finiſhed: And he bow- 
ed his head, and gave up the ghoſt ,—— 


— 


Tur dreadful work is done, 
Tis finiſh'd, Jeſas cries; 
Now hear, ye ſaints, his parting groan 


He bows his head and dies. 


»Tis finiſh'd, all is well, 
And ev'ry debt is paid; 

He took our uns, our curſe, our hell, 
And full atonement made, 


”1 
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2 HYMN XXII. 


: 3 For we know that if our earthly houſe of this 
tabernacle were diſſolved, we have a build- 


F ing of God, an houſe not made with hands, 
= eternal in the heavexs,—2 Cor. v. 1. 

4 

6. Tas vital ſpark will fly, 

4 The mortal frame decay, 

19 When Jeſus from on high, 

L Shall call my ſou] away; 


And bid me riſe, thro” dying love, 
Unto a houſe prepar'd above. 


And can it, Lord, be ſo? 
1 The work is all thine own ; 
None elſe the work can do, 
But the Eternal Son, 
"Tis wondrous grace that bids me riſe, 
To take a manſon in the ſkies. 


D ij 
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It is a building fair, Who | 
Form'd by. Eternal Love, A 
For ev'ry cholen heir, 
Whom Jeſus calls above. 3 
1 By Chriſt they emer imo reſt, | 7 
N In glory are {or ever bleſt. 


1 have fought the good fight, I have finiſhed 


The Holy Ghoſt's the earneſt giv'n, 
A certain pledge of bliſs in heav'n. 


This blifs-inſpiring hope, 
That looks within the vail, 
Doth well the ſoul ſupport, 
When pow'rs of nature fail. 


HYMN XXIII. 


PART FIRST, 


my courſe, I have kept the faith. 
2 Tim. iv. 7. 


A cuaurio here 1 ſee, 
And one of worthy fame, 


SION'S SONGS, 31 


Who fought in goſpel liberty, 
And Paul's the warrior's name. 


By grace he war did wage, 
And, kept by pow'r divine, 
With earih and hell did well engage, 
Y And doth in glory thine. 


Each ſaint a warrior is, 

And, if his heart be right, 
Will fight his way to endleſs bliſs, 

In the Redeemer's might. 


*Tis thus my ſoul would fight 
Each ſoe attacking me; 

And when I've done, thro? Jeſus' might 
More than a conqu'ror be. 


r 2 
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Axo when the time ſhall come, 
The chriſtian's war ſhall end, * 


_— — kf—— 
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The conqu'ror go triumphant home 
To his Immortal Friend: 


And what a time is this, 
When ev'ry toil is o'er, 
Safe landed in the realms of bliſs, 


Where focs diſturb no more. re 


The race is ſully run, 
The goal they ſafely reach, 
In Chriſt the conqueſt fully won, 


And won by ſaving grace. $ The 
"Tis finiſh'd, all is o'er, x 
And up the loldier thes, N 


To dwell with Chriſt for evermore, 
His Captaiu in the ſkies. Wh 


Then ſee him caſt his crown, 
Before the Saviour's face; 
Well done a voice {ſprings from the throne, 
He cries it 's all ot grace, He 
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HYMN XXV. 


Tis fniſhed, à His well, 

| No more is to be done; 

# The ſoul, redeem'd from death and hell, 
In glory wears the crown, 


The war that rag'd within, 

No more diſturbs the peace; 
The ſoul's a full releaſe from ſin, 

In the ſweet realms of bliſs. 


The world torments no more, 
Nor can 1ts baits enſnare; 

When landed ſate on Canaan's ſhore, 
No worldly thing 1s there, 


ay ig 1 
7. . 


Legions of fiends no more, 
The warrior can engage; 
He's beyond temptations pow'r, 
Aud all the devil's rage. 
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There death no more can come N 
Antar the realms of bliſs; A 
By grace the warrior 's now at. home, Stand 
And tull falvation 's his. ? / 
| ; | 
= HYMN XXVI. =D 


a» 
_ 
* 
ua 


| PART FOURTH. 


0 Tz CE faith within the heart, 
{ Is Jeſus' ſpecial gilt, 

| And with it ſaints can never part, 
The Spirit doth them keep, 


| Thus Paul did firmly ſtand, 


| And by the Spirit's pow'r; 1 
By faith he view'd the promis'd land, ; 
[ In his departing hour, 
| Firm to the truth he ſtood, fl 
[ Nor could he wiih it part; 
| For hc receiv'd it from his God, T! 


Who ſeal'd it on his heart. 
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May I like him be found, 
And when I come to die, 

Stand ſeadtalt on the goſpel r r 
Aud %o o Glory fly. 


»Tis truth will bear the teſt, 
When to the verge we come; 
& *'Tis truth will make us ever bleſt, 
In that eternal home. 


From roving fave my heart, 
My dear redeeming God : 

Nor let me from the truth depart, 
To ſome forbidden road. 


HYMN XXVII. 


PART FIFTH, 


Tas foul that keeps the faith, 
That through God's grace believes, 
The Holy Scripture this doth teach, 

Salvation he reccives, 
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There death no more can come 
Antar the realms of bliſs; 

By grace the warrior 's now at. home, 
And full falvation 's his. 


IIY MN XXVI., 


PART FOURTH. 


ryvY 
7. CE faith within the heart, 
Is Jeſus” ſpecial gilt, 

And with it ſaints can never part, 


The Spirit doth them keep. 


Thus Paul did firmly ſtand, 
And by the Spirit's pow'r; 

By faith he view'd the promis'd land, 
In tis departing hour, 


Firm to the truth he flood, 

Nor could he wich it part; 
For hc receiv'd it from his God, 

Who ſcal'd it on his heart, 


Nor 


Tt 
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May I like him be found, 
And when I come to die, 

Sund ſtead faſt on the goſpel grounds 
And io o Glory fly. 


»Tis truth will bear the teſt, 
When to the verge we come; 
is truth will make us ever bleit, 
| In that eternal home. 


From roving ſave my heart, 
My dear redeeming God: 
Nor let me from the truth depart, 
To ſome forbidden road. 
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—— 2 5 — 1 


PART FIFTH, 


Tun ſoul that keeps the faith, 
That through God's grace believes, 
The Holy Scripture this doth teach, 

Salvation he reccives, 
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The crown of glory waits, 

And laints ſhall it receive, 
To deck them in the heav'nly ſtate, 

Who in the Lord believe. 


For ſaints, laid up on high, 

And by the Lord made fure;. 
This they receive whene'er they die, 

And wear it evermore, 


*Tis not for one alone, 

But all that Jeſus loves; 
Whom he will call unto his throne, 

To dwell with him above. 


A full reward of grace, 

When he appears, he'll give: 
His Saints ſhall fee his ſmiling face, 

And ever with him live. 


P 
& 
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HYMN XXVIII, 


Teſus faid unto her, Tam the reſurrection and 
the life; he that believeth in me, though 
he were dead, yet ſhall he live,— John xi. 


25. 


I « Lazarus I ſee, 
A ſinnei's woeful caſe; 
How dead in fin they be, 
Till Jeſus ſaves by grace : 
Till he appears to give the word, 
And up they riſe to ſerve the Lord, 


CFC 8 - 


He bids the dying live, 

He ſends the power forth; 

The dead the word receive, 

That goes from Jefus* mouth: 
Theyriic and ſhake themſelves from earth, 
As ſouls new born by heav'nly birth. 


*Tis grace alone can raiſe, 


And ſorm the ſoul for God; 
E 


rows sos. 
And grace ſhall have the praiſe, 
From ſouls redeem'd by blood: 
The quicken'd ſoul by'it*fhal] riſe, 
To life immortal in the Kies. 


25 


"HYMN XXIX. 


1 am black, becaiiſe the ſun hath looked upon 
me, —Cant. i. 6. 


VII man, however wiſe, 

Can never know his heart, 
Till Jefus makes the ſimple wiſe, 

And ſhews the hidden part. 


Nor will he well agree, 
When ſuch a truth is told, 

But from the killing ſight will flee, 
Which pride cannot behold. 


But where the Lord doth look, 
There fin diſcover'd is, 
Poſſeſſion of his heart is took, 
A captive to his grace. 
{© < 
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If once the ſun doth riſe. 
Upon the guilty ſoul, ; 

And grace gives light unto his eyes, 
He finds there's no part whole. 


But when the Lord doth ſhew, 
His ſhining ſmiling face, 

It buries all the ſinner's woe, 
In triumphs of his grace. 


RR 


This bleſſed look doth till 
; The mourner's ſad complaint; 
And, with a ſong to grace, doth fill 
2 The mouth of ev'ry ſaint. 


HYMN XXX. 


For there the Lord commanded the b. aer 
h cite aaa oats. cxxxiii. 3, 


— HURST 


5  £58'D be the Father's boundleſs love, 
Io Zion's choſen race, 

ory ſends a meſſage from above, 
Ot life, and truth, and grace. 
E ij 


4% sro, sene. 


The law be ſpbakt his awful Wrath, 
And makes his terrors Known; |< 

But this command is life thro? bree, 
ee in how rack | 


MAIN XXXI, 55 


The righteous alſo fal hold on his way, and 
he that hath clean hands Shall be ſtronger 
and fironger. — Job, xvii. 9. 


Wurzen blind men may ſay 
About the grace of God, 
No ſoul ſhall fall away, 
That Jeſus bought with blood. 
He keeps the ſheep with tender care, 
The lambs doth in his boſom bear, 


Not evil of the heart, 

Nor pow'r of inbred fin, 

Shall make the Lord deſert 

The ſoul he did redeem. © 
His mighty love ſhall conquer all, 
And ſin and death before it fall. 
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Nor ſhall the devil boaſt - 

Of conqueſt over one, 

That God the Holy Ghoſt F 
Hath quicken'd thro*-the Son: 
Vor ſteal the Spirit's charge away, 
*Tis feal'd unto redemptian's day. 
; | 


Their ſtanding is in grace, 
And, kept by mighty pow'r, _ : 
Shall all arrive in bliſs, 
And live for evermore ; 
And feel their hearts the Love adore, 


That plac'd them ſafe on Canaan's ſhoxe, 


ILYMN N XXXII. 


: 
4 
f 


Lord it is good ſor us to be char 
Matt, xvil. 4. 


M's on the mount of Jeſus! love, 
I find a happy place; 

oO how I long to ſoar above, 

Among the heirs of bliſs, 

| E ii 
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O earth begone, I eager cry, 
And let my ſoul alone; 
Upon this mount I long to die, 
And go to Jeſus home, 


When thus my God my ſoul doth own, 
And entertaineth me, 

The world, like dew before the ſun, 
Doth quickly pals away, 


Nor could I ever wiſh to move 
From this delightful place, 
Till Jeſus calls my ſoul above, 

To ſee his lovely face, 


HYMN XXXIII. 


In the light of the King's countenance is life; 


and his favour is as a cloud of the latter 


Tain,—Prov, xvi. 15. 


Wuzx men but walk a legal round, 
In what they call a duty found, 
And hear a pray'r read; 


s tos todes. 43 
They think they'veallthingsneedfuldone, 


And thus you'l! hear them prattle home, 
We ſerve the Lord indeed. 


* But he that walks by faith with God, 
Hath fellowſhip thro” Jeſus* blood, 
And hath the light of grace : 
| By faith he lives upon the word, 
And holds communion with the Lord, 
| And ſecs his ſmiling face. 


But careleſs walking oft doth bring 

. Horrors of darkneſs on the mind, 
| While Jeſus hides his face; 
Nor can the chriſtian cheerful riſe, 
No rays of light to bleſs his eyes, 

1 Till Jeſus ſhews his grace. 


And then, as rain on parched ground, 

The bleſſings of his grace are found, 
And fruit begins to grow; 

Their God they own a Living Spring, 

And of his mercy ſweetly ſing, 
While fruits of grace they ſhew. 
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HYMN XXXIV. 


Him hath God exalted as a Prince and a Sa. 


vour, —Atts, v. 31. 


Parxcs of light, enthron'd above, 
Thy grace to me impart; 

Bleſs me with thy dying love, 
And ſhed it in my heart. 

Shed on me the melting flame, 

And make my heart diffolve in love, 

While I view the ſlaughter'd Lamb, 

And dying kindneſs prove. 


Work repentance in my heart, 
And living faith beſtow ; 

Let me ſee my juſt deſert, 
And then thy kinenels ſhew : 

Saving grace beſtow on me 

And all my numerous guilt torgive; 

See, for life, I flee to thee, | 

O bid the dying live, 


| Now 


; Each 


They 
But 


| He's 
His 7 
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Thou doth uſe the ſceptre well 
Of thy redeeming love; 
Ranſom'd ſinners this cau tell, 
Now in the World above. 
| Cauſe my ſtubborn heart to bor, 
| Now may I own thy gentle fway, 
Own thy love and bleſs thee now _. 
And cheerfully ober. : 


HYMN XXX\, 


Who ſhall ſeparate us Jrom the love of Cl. 7 N27 


Rom. viii. 35. 


Tas Lord's 2 friend that holdeth faſt 

Each ſoul he loves, from firſt to laſt, 

| Whatever be their frame: {[cold, 
They 're ſometimes hot and ſometimes 

| But Jeſus ever keeps his hold, | 

| And always is the fame. 


_ 


| He's with them when they ſink in thrall, 
His arms of love embrace them all, 
Nor with a ſoul will part: 


OTE TY 


— 
Vs. 
o 


16 sros's sons. 
No foe ſhall rife of fiends or men, 


That ſhall a victory obtain, 
To tear them from his heart, 


His love had birth ere time began, 

When time 's no more it will remain, 
Eternally the ſame: 

Tho” rods and frowns, and fiends and men, 

Are paying here the ranſom'd train, 
They 're kept in Jeſus? name. 


For what ſhall wreſt them from his heart? 
Nor earth nor hell ſhall ever part 
Their ſouls and Chriſt they love : 


He's bought'em with his precious blood, 


And ſafe will take them home to God, 
For ever bleſs'd above. 


HYMN XXXVI, 
Who gave Himſelf for us.=Titus, ii. 14. 


Oo x friend on high hathkindneſsſhown, 
And brought his grace unto his own, 
In juſtice doom'd to die: 


— 


sro SONGS, 47 


He viſits earth ig human form, 
And condeſcends to be a worm, 5 
To raiſe them up on high. 


| The law demanded all our blood, 

But Jeſus ſhed a vital flood, 

; To rid us of the debt; 

| He liv'd for us a perfect life, 

He died for us a painful death, 
And finiſh'd all complete. 


Let all that taſte his boundleſs love, 


Exalt his name, all names above, 
And of his kindneſs ſing: 


| Adore the Lamb for what he's wrought, ; 


That hath a full ſalvation brought; 
To him their praiſes bring. 


HYMN XXXVII, 


Take the garment that is ſurety for a ſtranger, 
Prov. xx. 16. 


My native pride has work'd within, 
To prompt me. up with ſelf and fin, 
And keep me from the Lord; 


P d2.— ap Jy 1 * . A 
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Like others, born in ſin, and blind, 

1 could not lee my heart inclin'd 
To wander trom thy word. 


But now in Jeſus* light, I fee 
My helipleis ſtate of miſery, 
And own my ſinfulnefs: 
No raiment can my foul provide, 
That can the leaſt polution hide; 
Tis but a fig-leaf dreſs, 


But Grace proclaims the Lord is nigh, 

His garments take who once did dic, 
And paid thy legal debt: 

A ſurety he, a real friend, 

That gave his life the ſcore to end, 
And ſnews a full receipt. 


This word of grace may I believe, 
The garmeat of the Lord receive, 
And low before him fall: 
Chriſt's robe with me will ſweetly ſuit, 
For I'm all vile from head to foot ; 
But that doth cover all, WE, 
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In this I'm fairer than the moon, 


3 


No angel there, however clean, 
In ſuch a dreſs was ever ſeen, 
They no ſuch cov'ring know. 


HYMN XXXVIII. 


Unite my heart to fear thy name, —-Pſaim, 
IxXXV1. 11. 


How long, dear Saviour, ſhall it be, 
'That I ſhall rove and ftray from thee? 
O ſhed thy love to bind my heart, 
Nor let it thus from thee depart. 


When J am thinking on thy love, 

And ſomething of its ſweetneſs prove, 
Some mortal object in the way, 

Doth quickly cauſe my heart to ſtrey. 


Each roving ſtep creats me pain, 
My time is loſt, the ſearch is vain ; 
F 
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Then long to be brought near to thee, 
But quickly rove again aſtray. 


Unite my roving heart to thee, 

ivy growing round a tree; 

Inſtruct this heart by faith to twine, 

A living branch, round Chriſt, the vine. 


HYMN XXXIX. 


All things are delivered unto me of my Fa 
ther, — Matt. xi. 27. | 


Ar x that the choſen want while here, 
And all the bleſs'd receive above, 

In jeſus' fullneſs doth appear; 

The fruit of everlaſting love. 


He ſpeaks unto the dead in fin, 

And they the word of life receive: 

He bringsthemnear,and makesthemclean, 
Who, thro? his grace, on him believe. 


| And, | 
113 all t 
* What | 
And v 
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And, lodg'd in Jeſus? hands; to give, | 
Is all the Father can beſtow, | : 

What ſaints on earth from him receive, 

And what the bleſs'd above do know. 


HYMN XL. 


All things that the Father hath are ming, 
| John, xvi. 15, 


O rnov immortal Spirit, 
Now ſhed on us thy flame; 
Apply the Saviour's merit, 
And glorify the Lamb. 
His righteouſneſs imputed 
The ranſom'd ſinner's wedding dreſs ; 
And well the bride is ſuited, 
When thus erray'd by grace. 


'Tis thy grace ſhall make as meet, 
To ſoar and mount on high; 
Here before the mercy ſeat, 
The Saviour's grace apply. 
F 1j 


Z2 10s sonen. 
Let us have each fin forgiv'n, 


Now thro? the Lamb's atoning blood; 
Purge away the curſed leav'n, 


And bring us near to God, My 
c | Ani 
HYMN XLI. d - Fall 
Make haſte my beloved, and be thou like to- 105 
| roe,—Cant. viii. 14. N 3 
War Jeſus, my Lord, O m 
I ſurely muſt love, De 
His worſhip and word, ; 
My heart would approve ; | 
And when he's not near me, 2 
My heart it doth pine, the 
But when he comes to me 11 
My joys are divine. 
Mo 
Affection within Shed 
This ſerveth to ſhow, Shine 
But more to attain, And 
I onward wou'd go; | 
By mercy I'm moved, Thoy 


Tho' oftimes 1 doubt, 9 25 Iſrac 
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Chriſt is my 1 wed « 
J uxuſt ſpeak it out. 


My ord: doth 12150 blickt + 
And motions of ſin 
Fill me with ſurpriſe, 
And weaken within; 

While I'm filled with fear. 
Theſe ſhould have the [way, 

O make haſte and appear, 
Dear Jeſus, for me, 


HYMN XLII. 


Jan the root and offipring of David, and 
the bright and morning men 
xxii. 16. | 5 


Mox nixc far, I wait for thee, 
Shed thy rays of light on me, 
Shine upon my patk'to guide, 
And I need not be afraid. 


Thou, the ſtar of Jacob's race, 
Iſrael's God, a trav'ler bleſs, 
F 11 


" 
—— 
— N 
07 
"” 


— | 


3 * 


— 
"VS 
* = % 


Godfie 


oe 
1 * 1 
4 EE] D 
3 x 


8 b” RN” 


V ta — 4 
— 4 2 2 
0 


* — * 


64 tox SONGS, 
On my drooping ſpirit nine, 


Chear my heart with rays divine. 


O thou Day, ſpring ſrom on high, 
Guard my ſoul and keep me nigh; 
Rays of light to me impart, 

Light my feet and cheer my heart. 


Thou that did the wiſe men lead, 
Show me alſo where to tread ; 

Be a ſtarlight, fr$m the eaſt, 
Leading me to endleſs reſt. 


Co before me in the way, 
Brighter ſhining ev'ry day; 

Let me ſee thy rays more clear, 
Till my ſtar a fun appear, 


HYMN XLI11, 


But I will correct thee in meaſure.—- 


Feremial, xxx. 11. 


W «x God corre&s for fn, . 
He'll make us know our heart, 


How 


The 


Till 


Cha 
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How very foul we are within 
And what is our deſert, © ' 


The neck oi pride he'll break, | *- - 
And bring the finner low, * 

The haughty ſtubborn heart he'll check, 
Before he mercy ſhew. ** 


And if we ftill reply, 

He'll ſtrike another ſtroke, 
Till low in duſt the ſpirft lie, 

And then he'll ſmiling look. 


His love attends the rod, 

And well with him doth ſuit, 
Chaſtiſed children own it good, 

When they enjoy the fruit. 


HYMN XLIV. 


THE CHRISTIAN'S COURSE, 


Is this the narrow way, 
That leads to endlels bliſs ? 


56: $100 SONGS. 
Are thele the toils thy chitdred ry * 
While in the wildernes. 7 7 


What various ſcenes of woe, © 1 
What heart-perplexing care, | N 
Do Zidn's children undergo, 3 


While they do Tojourn here? 


But there's a reſt above, 
Where all their toil ſhall ceaſe, 
| Prepar'd by everlaſting love, 
| In glory and in bliſs, 


| | D A 
| HYMN XV; | Bani 
am lle way, and the truth, and the liſe.— E 
All 

John, xiv. 6. | 
| Ju, faith Chriſt, the way, Tho 
N Let this be ſeen by faith; | And 
It follows then where'er we tray, But 
*Tis in the road to death, The 
I am, ſaith Chriſt, the truth, - Fai 


| 
| Then all beſide's a lie, * Tre 
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Proceed it from an angel's mouth, 4 
No mortal can deny, 


J am, ſaith Chriſt, the life, 
Then all beſide is death; 'Y 
The ſcripture thus will end the rife, I. 

The juſt ſhall live by faith. | ＋ k 


HYMN XLVI. 


HOPE IN DARKNESS, 


Daxxex'» ſoul, a little while, 
Baniſh'd from the light of day, i 
Soon before thy Saviour's ſmile, 0 
All thy gloom ſhall paſs away. 49 


Thou may'ſt think thy hope is vain, 
And thy God will ne'er appear, 
But he hears thy foul complain; 
Tho' thou fee him not, he's near. 


Faithful is thy Jeſus ſtill, 
Treachery with thee is found; 
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Jeſus will his love reveal, | When | 
Make thy hope and joy abound, Then li 
: A. 

His gra 

HYMN XLVII. And 

A 


And we beheld his glory, the glory as of the | 
only-hegotten of the Father, full of grace The la 


and truth,— John, i. 14. And tt 

| T 

Taz Lord deſcending from above, But gr: 
Unfolds his Father's boundleſs love, Io ſai 
Unto the choſen race; N T 


His meſſage was of metcy mild, 
When he appear'd a little child, 
How full of truth and grace. 


And when he grew to bigger ſize, Beſid, 
The ſacred rays bleſs'd both his eyes, 
And guilded all his face; 


His own beheld the heav'nly form, Os } 
The Father's coeternal ſon, I coul 
So full of truth and grace, His bc 


But gr 


s 1 
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When he to preach the truth began, 
| Then liſt'ning ſtood the choſen train, 
And caught the heav'nly flame; 


| His grace attended ev'ry word, . 
And John ſtands pointing to the Lord, 15 


And cries behold the Lamb. 


The law condemns the fallen race, 


And there we ſee no rays of grace, 9 ; 
That was to Moſes giv'n; "2 


But grace and truth by Jeſus came, N 
Io ſaints a more delightful name, 
Than all on earth or heav'n, 


HYMN XLVIII. 


Beſedes him there is no Saviour. — Aſaiaꝶ, 
xliii. 12. 


Or him that did ſalvation bring, 
I could for ever think and ſing; 
His boundleſs love no tongue can tell, 
But grace enables ſome to feel. 
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The needy ſoul he will rclieve, 

Riches of grace are his to give; 

The helpleſs ſons of want ſhall find, 
Though they are baſe the Lord is kind. 


He bows attentive to their cry, 

And when they pray, the Lord is nigh; 
The ſoul that ſeeks the Lamb once f1a:n, 
Shall never fay it {ought 1n vain, 


He pardons fins of num'rous years, 
And cancels all their vaſt arrears ; 
He bids the killing ſentence fly, 
And brings the great ſalvation nigh. 


A quicken'd ſinner ne'er can find 

Eaſe for the torment of the mind, 
Whate'er he do, whate'er apply, 

Till Chriſt with ſaving grace draws nigh, 
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* - 
* . 


HVMNXLIX. 


BOASTING VAIN, 


W war leads a ſoul to boaſt, 

Or prompt it up with pride? 
Tis plain it's not the Holy Ghoſt, 

Whate'er it be beſide, 


Suppoſe we Sin, it call, 
The name is not amiſs ; 

*Twas this produc'd the devil's fall, 
And ſunk him down from bliſs, 


And if in me it reign, 
'Twill prove my ruin too; 

By ſov'reign grace it muſt be ſlain, 
Or 'twill my ſoul undo, 
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HYMN L. 


Thou art the King of Iſrael. 
bs John, i. 49 | 


Ve ranſom'd ſonls ſing, 
With angels above, 

To Jeſus your king, 
Who rules by his love 
Poſſeſſion he's taken 

Of endleſs renown, 

In heav'n he's waiting 
To welcome you home. 


For you he was ſlain, 

And groan'd with the curſe; 
And now he doth reign 

In Triumph o'er death: 
All-conqu'ring Jeſus, 

The praile thou ſhalt have; 
Thou died to redeem us, 
And liveſt to ſave, 
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By grace I would be 

A ſubje& of thine, 

By mercy made free 

From bondage of fin ; 

And, kept by thy pow'r, 
Would give thee the praiſe, 
And truſt and adore 

Thy treaſures of grace, 


Thy kingdom of grace 
Set up in my heart, 
Aﬀording me pcace, 
And bleſſings impart; 
Raife all my atleQion 
To thee, my dear Lord, 
Bring into ſubjection 
My ſoul to thy word. 
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HY MN II. 
Shall be likened unto a fooliſh man, which 
built his houſe upon the and. 
Matt. vii. 26. N 
How many bose are built, 
Alas, upon the ſand; 
Nor doth'a ſoul ſuſpect 
The building will not ſtand, 
Till Sinai's awful tempeſt roar, 
Aud then they know, but not before, 


The ſhatter'd buildiag ſhakes, 
No part is ſound or good; 
The guilty conſcience quakes 
Before the wrath of God: 


The killing precept's now lent home, : 


And down you lee the building come. 


This 1s the wretched cafe 
Ot thoſe who vainly ſtand 


In 


Wh: 
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In works inſtead of grace, 
And built upon the ſand; 
Whene'er the ſtorm of wrath hath fell, 
It ſinks ſuch builders down to hell: 


Unleſs the bleeding Lamb, 
To bring the ſoul to God, 
Hath held ſtern Juitice' hand, *"_ 
And interpos'd with bloog, 4} 
And ſav'd the dying from the ſtroke, 4 
And ſet the ſinking on a rock. 4 


HYMN LIqH, 


In thy light tall we ſee light, u, 
xxxvi. 9. 


ps be s in thy linde I ſee 

My wretched woetul caſe; 
What need I have, my God, of thee! 
And of thy ſaving grace. 


Not all the wit of man 
Can make me know my caſe; . 
G ii) BY 
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Thy teachings, Jeſus, only can 
Inſtruct my foul in this. 


Nor can I mercy know, 

From my redeeming God, 
But as thy Spirit doth it ſhew, 

In floating ſtreams of blood. 


Then, in thy light reveal 
To me the Saviour clear; 

And, by the promis'd Spitit, ſeal 
My laſting int'reſt there. 


ILYMN LIII, 


And he that cometh to me 1 will in no wiſe 
caft out,— Fohn, vi. 37. 


I + what theſe words make known 
The Holy Ghoſt apply, 

*T will lead the ſinner to the Son, 
And find ſalvation nigh, 


The 


Bri 


* & : 
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The Saviour's word is good, 1 
And, to his own made known; 1 
He ſeal'd it with his own heart's blood, 9 
For them to reſt upon! 5 
His precious gift of faith 1 4 
Within their breaſt doth lie, 1 


Applies the merits of his death, 
And brings ſalvation nigh. 


"+ 
1 


Then from his charming tongue, 
The tidings ſpread about; 
The ſoul that thus to me doth come, 
In no wiſe Ill caſt out. 


- . 
emu 
— 2 * 


HYMN LIV. 


Bringing into captivity every thought to the 
obedience of Chriſt.—e2 Corr. x. 3. 


No mortal worm need ever fear 

That they ſhall praife the Lamb too high 
To me *tis manifeſt and clear, 
His glory 's chiefly took away. 
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When worms of earth, before his face, 
Come to boaſt their will and pow'r, 
»Tis plain they know not Jelus' grace, 
Nor yet the Lamb of God adare, 


May each imagination fall, 
And ev'ry riling haughty thought, 
That makes not Jeſus all in all, 


That ſhuts the Lord of glory out. 


My heart to thee obedient raiſe, 

And draw me with thy cords of love; 
And cheerful I ſhall render praiſe, 
To him that fits eathron'd above. 


HYMN LV. 


But ye have an unition from the Holy One, 


and ye know all things,—1 John, ii. 20. 


SAvixc knowledge to the heart, 
None but Jeſus can impart, 

By his unction from above; 

All his choſen know his love. 


Lefter- 
Saints 2 
Man al. 
Chriſt 


World 
What 
Saints 
As the 


Lord, 
Saving 
Daily 
Make 


More 
Give 
Teac 
Gras 
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Lefter-learning makes a fool, 
Saints are taught in Jeſus“ ſch&ol; 
Man alone can prompt tte heart, 
Chriſt alone can grace impart, 


Worldly wiſdom ne'er can know, | 
What from Chriti to ſaints doth flow; 
Saints themſelves can only tell, 

As the Saviour doth reveal. 


Lord, inftru& my fooliſh heart, 
Saving truth to me impart; 
Daily open more my eyes, 
Make me to falvation wife, 


More of grace make known to me, 
Give me clearer views of thee; 
Teach me all that's good to know, 
Grace and glory to me ſhew. 
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HYMN LVI. 
'or h 
But he that entereth in by the door is the 8 4 
ſaepherd of the ſheep.— John, x. 2. 
G 09's elect are Jeſus' ſheep, 
| Whom he loves and ſafe will keep; He / 
| They've an unction from above, | 
And alone his voice approve, 
Inward teachings make them know, STE 
When he ſpeaks, and where to go, * 
Saves them from the hireling's voice, But 
Bids them in the truth rejoice. K 
After Jeſus they will go, Ti 
But a ranger cannot Know; h 
Truth diretts them in the road, BS 
lee from man and truſt in God, 8 
When the Saviour's truth they tell, | "T 
Then the ſheep can hiten well; 
When they utter ſolemn lies Ri 


Then the ſheep will them deſpiſe. 
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When they're trying to deceive, 
Jeius' ſheep ſhan't them believe; 
For he keeps them as his own, 
Jetus, may my foul be one, 


HYMN LV1I, WJ 


He ſtall glorify me, for he ſhall recerve of 
mine, and ſhall ſkew it unto You. — 


Joln, xvi. 14, 
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Sous talk of power, {ome of will, 
With warmth and zeal and ſtrife; 

But wounds from fin the Lord mult heal, 

And give the dying lite, | 


r 
— P EROS 


*Tis not by works, but Jefus? blood, 
Nor may a creature boaſt; 

Eternal life's the gitt of God, 

Shown by the Holy Ghoſt. 


*Tis he, deſcending from above, 
In Jeſus' precious name, 
Reveals the Saviour's dying love, 


And gloriſies the lamb, 
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A pardon full and free, from grace, N 
His Spirit doth impart, N 
Through Jeſus all-atoning death, 11 fills 
And ſeals it in the heart, A 
Chriſt's perfect righteouſneſs alone, I 
The Spirit doth make known; 1 
Cries, guilty ſinner, you have none, Then 
But put the Saviour's on. 


The work of faith is all his own, 
For man 'tis much too great; 
Maintains the work he has begun, The 
And will the ſame complete, 


HYMN LVIII. 


. Curſed is every one that continueth not in all 
things which are written in the book of the 4 
law to do them, —Gal. iii. 10. 


Tur law's a working plan, } 
Do this, it ſays, and live, No 
But to the ruin'd race of man, 3) 


The law 's no ſtrength to give, 


$10N's $ONGS. 


No ray of mercy here, 
No ground of hope is found; 
It fils the heart with laviſh fear, 
And makes its guilt abound, 


It bids the ſinner keep 
Its precepts ev'ry one, 

Then curſes him awake or fleep, 

Becauſe the work's not done. 


8 Ei 
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But, O this caſe to tell, 
Should thus the Spirit fly; 

The law will curſe the foul in hell, 
To all eternity. 
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4 a ” —— — 


And it became a ſerpent.— Exod. iv. 3. 


4 On 
* 


To ferve the Lord are ſaints prepar'd, 
By ſosv'reign grace alone; 

Not in the galleys of a ſlave, 

But freedom of a ſon. 


H 
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Moſes his rod a ſerpent is, 'Tis tl 
But Jeſus? cords are love; Ane 
The one will ſting your ſouls to death, My re 
The other leads above. Wh 
With this he'll flog your ſouls within, Come 
No mercy's with him found; Th 
The rod's envenom'd by your fin, For { 
To give a deadly wound. 3 
1f, in this awful ſtate you die, Lore 
To regions of deſpair, Li 
The rod of wrath will ſwiftly fly, | Inſt 
And wound your ſpirit there, 1 


HYMN LX. 
Take my yoke upon you.,—Matt. xi. 29, | 


Wurx God has made a ſ{1nger feel 

The burden of his ſin, | QC 
It is a proof he means to heal, B1 
And walh the guilty clean, 


1 
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is then he ſpeaks unto the heart, 
And bids it to him look; 
My reſt, he ſays, I'll free impart, 
Who all your burden took, 


Come, take my yoke, and learn of me, 
This work ſhall eaſy prove; 

For grace ſhall teach you to obey, 
The yoke 's a yoke of love. 


Lord, bow my ſoul by grace divine, 
Let me this yoke approve; 

Inſtru&t me, as thou teacheſt thine, 
Jo know that God is Love. 


HYMN LXI. 


Where is the diſputer of this world,—- 


1 Corr. 1. 20. 


Or Reafon's power ſome will boaſt, 
But, ſtrangers to the Holy Ghoſt, 
No wonder thus they teach; 
H ij 


76 stos's sovces. 


For, who hut he can make us fee 
How low we're ſank im miſery, 
How wretched is our caſe. 


Reaſons a guide without her eyes, 
A ſtranger to the ſacrifice 
Of God's incarnate fon ; 
The imple hear her wild advice, 
And, in her councils ſome rejoice, 
Until the ſoul's undone. 


Above bly reach, the myſtery 
Of Chriſt's redeeming love, I ſec, 
By grace alone 'tis ſhewn; 
Theſe lengths proud Reaſon cannot go, 
To better teachings ſhe muſt bow, 
If ere falvation's known. 


HYMN LXII. 


Crying, Grace, grace unto it.— 
Zech. vi. 7. 


Art hail! Eternal Grace, 
Thy fame I'd tell above, 
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That gave my worthleſs foul a place 
In everlaſting love, 


*Twas Grace that heav'd his breaſt 
Wich kind deſigns to me! 
And in his cov'nant fix'd me faſt, . 
To all cteruity, 


»Twas Grace that ſent the Son 
To ſhed his vital blood, 

To ranſom me, a wretch undone, 
And bring me near to God. 


*Twas Grace the Spirit gave, 
To make me know my in, 
That made me cry, Lord Jeſus, ſave, 
For Jam all unclean. 


Grace taught my ſoul to pray, 
And wait betore the throne : 
Grace led me in the blood-track way, 
And brought the blefling down. 
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Whatever creatures want befide, 
The Lord will for his own provide; 


Give them ſupplies of exrthly good, 
And feed their fouls with heav'nly food, 


But if the Saviour be not nigh, 
And Zion's children want ſupply, 

It's but to raiſe their farth in God, 
That they may have a greater good. 


Lord, with thy children may I ſhare, 
And prove my Jefus daily near; 
Be thou my Father, God, and Friend, 1 
And love and ſave me to the end. 


HYMN LXIV. 


And behold a greater than Solomon is here. 
Matt. x11. 42. 


Or all the grandees of the earth, 
A greater never yet came forth, 
Than was King Solomon: - 
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But here in ſacred writ I ſee, 


The fit 

A greater far than ere was he, All m 
God's own Eternal Son. 7 
But, V 


The ſirſt defign'd to repreſent, 
The latter was the perſon meant, 
With honour all divine: 


His glory and his dignity, 


The 
The brighteſt angels cannot ſee, As fi 
It doth their minds outſhine. 
As d 
Peace did attend the former's reign, Dot 
But, endleſs peace ſhall Chriſt maintain, 
Thro' all his kingdom vaſt; 
Eſtabliſh'd on his royal throne, 
The Father promis'd to the Son, 
It ſhall for ever laſt, Thi 
0 


The king was rich to vaſt amount, 

But, *twas what mortal men might count, 
And to an end be brought; 

But treaſure vaſt, in Chriſt our Friend, 

No mortal man can comprehend, It 
Nor have the angels thought, 
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The firſt in wiſdom did excel 

All mortals that on carth did dwell, 
*Twas given from above: 

But, wiſdom great in Chriſt we find, 

Beyond the brighteſt angel's mind, 
In his cedeeming love, 


The greater has the leſs out ſhone, 
As ſtars before the rays of fun, 
It plainly doth appear; 
As oft as God's Eternal Son 
Doth condeicend for to come down, 
The greater 's with us here. 
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The heart is deceitful above all things, ana 
deſberately wicked : who can know it ?— 


Jer. xvii. g. 


Cov LD ſuch a thing be done, 
The human heart to ſhew, 

Its awful vileneſs to make known, 
And ſet in open view. 
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And if it was my heart, 
I'm ſure the awful ſcene 

Would make the blackeſt ſinner ſtart, 
And daſh the very fiends. 


What monſters there have birth, 
No human tongue can tel]; 

'Tis match'd by none upon the earth, 
Nor by the damb'd in hell, 


— — —— —— ., 


Let others boaſt their good, 
Who ' re ſtrangers to their heart; 

But all my boaſt 's in Jeſus? blood, 
For hell is my deſert, 


While ſome on works rely, 

And talk of good they do, 
Lord, ſave a ſinner, I muſt cry, 

For I've no good to ſhew, 
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HYMN LXVI. 


Thou haſt made my mountain to ſtand ſtrong : 
thou did hide thy face, and 1 was troubled, 


fal. xxx. 7. 


Wes I, thro' grace, at Jeſus” feet, 
In humble faith am laid, 

I feel my mind fo calm, ſo ſweet, 

I think my foes all dead, 


Thus vainly dreams my ſimple heart, 
I ſhall ſee war no more; 

My joy, it never ſhall depart, 
My mountain ſtandeth ſure, 


While thus at eaſe, in ſtate I ſit, 
My pride doth hunt for praiſe; 

Talks of a victory complete, 

But not of Jeſus grace. 


Then Jeſus brings ſome trouble near, 
To rid me of this pride; 
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| | Ny ſoes all arm'd do ſoon appear, Tho" 
\4 Aud I am fill'd with dread. Ke! 
[| He l 
| Now faints my heart within my breaſt, an 
i My mount, it diſappears; A 
; My ſoul can find no place of reſt, r 
My faith is loft in fears: 55 
l W 
5 At 
111] Jeſus doth in love appear, ; 
: Kine 
To rid me of my bands: 1 
| And brings his loving kindneſs near, 
| 3 5 And 
| Vith pardon in his hands, 
| H 
HYMN LXVII. 
5 : | The 
Aing Solomon made himſelf a chariot of the 
wood of Lebanon. Cant. iii. g. 
Tas chariot that 's here 
Is Jeſus? 
s Jelus's own, As 


He did it prepare, 
To fetch his bride home ; 


| 
| 
; 
} 


$10N's SONGS. 85 


Tho? now here on the earth 
Remote {he doth he, 

He'll ſafe ly convey her 

In this to the ſky. 


And when he ſhall come 
To take his bride home, 8 
With earth ſhe hath done, 1 
And aſcends to the throne; 
Kind angels mall bear her , 
To manſions of bliſs, | 
And home ſhe rides ſinging 
Hoſannah to Chriſt. 
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The midſt thereof being paved with love, 
Cant. iii. 10. 


A cnantor here we find, 
That 's ſorm'd by heav'nly love, 
And for the choſen race deſign'd, 
To bear them ſafe above. 
I 


| 
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The Lord he did it make, 

To anſwer his deſign; 
Pillows and bottom are complete, 

In-wiſdom all divine, 


The bottom is of gold, 

The Godhead of the Son, 
What fully ſaiats can not bebold, 

Nor angels look upon. 


This is the Son of God, 
In human form we find ; 

And when he ſhed his precious blood, 
His merit was divine, 


If he's not really God, 
There's not a ſoul can live, 

For tho? he ſhed his precious blood, 
He has no lite to give. 


But thoſe he bought with blaod, 
Find this their point of reſt; 
Their Saviour is the mighty Gad, 
And ſaints are ever bleſs'd. 


V 
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HYMN LxIx. 


For their 1 is not as our abr? 
xxxii. 31. 


1 


n 


My Jeſus i is the living 5 5 | 
And by his Father's firm decree, ., '\+4 a 
Did once receive the dreadful ſtroke, ] 


To ranſom ſuch a wretch as me: 
And now hit 16ve my ſoul adore, 
That 's made my ſtandivg all ſecure, 


Upon this rock of ages, I, 
By ſaving grace, do firmly ſtand, 

And now expect, whene'er I dic, 1 
I ſhall arrive in Canaan's land ; | 
For O the joy I feel to tell, ; 
This rock 's above fin, death, and hell. 


1 . S727, i" 8)” —_—" 45 WP 


Mortal power can't hurt me here, 
And devils vent their rage in vain, 

While Chriſt, my refuge, doth appear, 4 
Unmoy'd the rock will ere remain : ” 
ij 
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My ſtanding here ſhall ever laſt, 
For Jeſus” arms will hold me faſt: 


Until my foul ſhall ſoar above, 

And reach thro' grace the heav'nly ſhore, 
And join to blefs redeeming love, 

With thoſe that do this rock adore ; 
And own and bleſs my God, my Friend, 
That ſafely kept me to the end. 


HYMN LXX. 


By whom alſo we have acceſs, by faith, inte 
this grace wherein we ſtand. — Rom. v. 2. 


Wur s once a ſoul believes, 
And truſts the Saviour's blood, 
A pardon it receives, 
From its forgiving God; 
And though he mcet ten thouſand ſoes, 
Their rage, thro* Chriſt, he ſhall oppoſe 


This faith it is from grace, 
And by the ſpirit wrought, 
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It gives the Lamb the praiſe, - | 


By whom ſalvation 's brought; | 8 ! 
And well ſupports to bear each load, : 
And onward helps the ſoul to God,, q 


It treadeth down the world, 
And baniſhes deſpair; 5 
The mountains hence are hurl'd, . ö 
When it is join'd with prayer: | 

To God it looks, its changeleſs Friend, 

And truſts his love unto the end. 


T he wounded heart doth heal, 
By the Redeemer's blood, 
And makes the ſinner feel 
The inward peace of God: 
It bids the fear of hell depart, 
And brings ſalvation to the heart, 


99. SION'S SONGS, 


Wherefore he is able alſo to ſave them to the 
uttermoſt. eb. vii. 25. 


Poor ſinners fing the ſlaughter'd Lamb, 
No ſong ſo ſweet, fo good, 

There 's full ſalvation in his name, 
And pardon 1n his blood. 


The wounded here ſhall find a cure, 
From Jeſus' balm of grace, 

A full ſalvation 1s ſecure, 
For all the choſen race. 


The dying here ſhall life obtain, / 
And live anew to God, 

Shall cheerful bleſs the heav'nly lamb, 
And triumph in his blood. 


He ever lives to intercede, 
Now 1n the courts above, 

For ev'ry ſoul the Lamb doth plead, 
That's in the Father's love. 
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HYMN L.XXII. 


And the blood of 7efus Chriſt dis Son clean- 
feth us from ail ſin.— 1 Jol, i. 7 


Wussx conſcience brings a num'rous 
charge, 

And Moles doth my ſonl condemn, 

And brings in bills exceeding large, 

The flaughter'd Lamb ſhall anſwer them. 


He paid my ranſom with his blood, 
And all the mighty ſcore did quit, 
Nor law nor juſtice can make good 


Another payment of the debt. 


Juſtice and mercy now can meet 

The ſoul for whom the Saviour bled, 
That's humble found at Jeſus” feet, 
Who was thro? grace its ranſom made. 


But aſk the Lord's receipt in full, 
*Tis this ſhall make thy payment clear, 
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In Jeſus' blood ſupport thy ſoul, 
And baniſh all thy guilty fear. 


The law can not thy foul enlarge, 
Nor give thy guilty conſcience reſt, 

*Tis Chriſt alone can thee diſcharge, 
And ſend thee pardon to thy breaſt. 


HYMN LXXIII. 
And 1 will raiſe up for them a plant Fre- 


Eacl 
own, —Ezekiel, xxxiv. 29. 


Fnznz's one that fills the ſkies, 
A plant of high renown, 

A tree deſir'd to make one wiſe, 

That brings ſalvation down. 


But 


It beareth goodly fruit, 
And always on the bloom, 
Which ev'ry fainting ſoul doth ſuit, 
And ſhed on Jeſus? own, 


Whoever on it feeds, 
No real want fhall know; 
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No fruit beſides the ſpirit needs, 
But on this plant doth grow. 


This trec 's both rich and good, 

It grows on Calvary, n 

And, water'd with the Saviour's blood, | 
Bears precious fruit for me. 


This branch 's not only fair, 
Vet treach'rous to the eye, 
Each ſoul that eats the fruit it bears, 
Shall live and never die. 


No longer may I truft, 
Nor live upon my frame, 

But make the Lamb my only boaſt, 
And leave my all with him, 


"HYMN: LXXLIV. 

Which were born, not of Hood, nor of the will 
of the fleſh, nor of the will of man, but of 
God.— John, 1. 13. 


7 i : | 
Nor from the will of man nor blood, 
Doth the believer come, 
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But each renewed child of God, 
Is an adopted fon. 


His parent is the mighty Lord, 
His brethren are the ſaints, 

By grace he lives upon the word, 
And Chriſt ſupplies his wants, 


And he from everlaſting love, 
The Holy Ghoſt receives, 
Deſcending from the court above, 
By which his ſoul believes. 


This living grace within the heart, 
A witneſs firm and ſure, 
The Holy Ghoſt doth free impart, 


And gives believing pow'r. 


It works by faith within the heart, 
To the redeemed train, 

Forbids the ſoul with Chriſt to part, 
And proves we're born again, 
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HYMN LXXV, 4 


Put Peter ſaid unto him, although all ſhall be | 
offended, yet will not I.—Mark, xiv. 29. - 5 


How wrong is the man 
That truſteth his heart, I 
And thinketh he can ' 
Act any good part: 
The whole 's a pretention, 
And weakneſs within, 
But proves the invention, 
And leaves him to fn. 


So Peter once ſpoke, 
And ſpoke as he thought, 
But ſoon comes the ſtroke, 
And down he is brought; 
His courage's now tried, 
His weakneſs is prov'd, 
And Chriſt is denied, | 
The God that he lov'd. 


»Tis here that I ſee, 
How helpleſs I am, 
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High-minded I be, 
But ſoon overcome: 
All perie& in weakneſs, 

Whene'er I am tried, 
And here is the witnels, 


I 've Jeſus denied. 


Thus helpleſs are all, 
Yet pride it will riſe, 
Then ſoon comes a fall, 
That fills with ſurpriſe: 
Inward ſtrength there is none, 
Sclf-will doth appear, 
Our courage is all gone, 
We tail in the war, 


Thus Peter did fall, 
Dear Saviour keep me, 
Or quickly I ſhall, 
So helpleſs I be: 

My God weaken my pride, 
Give fihal fear, 

Keep me near to thy fide, 
And ſhelter me there. 


Een yen 3 ee FVLIEIOTER 


EY 
12 
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EYMN LXXVI. 


And preſently the fg-tree withered away, 
Matt. xx1. ig. 


Load, in thy word I plainly ſee, 
How dreadful is a curle from thee, 
Attended with thy pow'r; 

A fig-tree looks with luring bloom, 
But, curs'd of thec, is quickly gone, 
In leſs than half an hour. 


How great thy might, eternal God, 

And how effeCtual thy word, 
Whenever it doth come; 

Nature muſt hear its ſov'reign call, 

And blooming trees muſt with'ring fall, 
And all their verdure's gone. 


And here profeſſors you may ſee, 
A picture drawn of ſuch as thee, 
Who bcar no goſpel fruit; 
K 


- F Low 
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The Lord will blaſt a full-blown head, 
And firike all leafy branches dead, 
And pluck them up by root. 


Ye children of the Lord rejoice; 
Your life of foul is hid in Chriſt, 

No curſe can reach you here; 
That righteous root and fruitful bough, 
Will make and keep you fruitful too, 
Then daily ſeek it there. 


Lord, try my reins, and ſearch my heart, 
Thy ſaving grace to me impart, 

And purge my ſoul from droſs; 
Thy cov*nant-love to me make known, 
Seal me thy own adopted ſon, 
And ſave me from the curſe, 


HYMN LXXVII. 


Behold I was ſhapen in iniquity, and in fin 
did my mother conceive me,—Pſalms, li. 5. 


H ow ſhall I come to thee, 
Who ſits enthron'd in light, 
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And ne'er can vil ſee, 
But hatetu! in: y ſighit : 

I'm all anclean, and black as hell, 
Deep ſtain'd within, my nature foul, 


Born with this nature foul, 
The ſource ot ev'ry fin, 

I grew a leprous foul, 
With ev'ry part unclean : 
A captive vzorn, and prone to ſtray, 
I, from the womb, have rov'd away, 


From this inflifed ſpring, 
Polluted waters flow, 
Nor doth an holy thing, 
In all my nature grow: 
My heart, a moſt dègen' rate root, 
Produceth only fintul fruit, 


And what can cleanſe the ſtain? 
My Saviour's blood alone; 

This only purgeth fin, 

And doth for it atone ; ; 
K ij 
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Dear Saviour waſh my guilty fou, 
The pleague remove, aud make me whole. 


Thy glorious image raiſe, 
My God, within my heart, - 
And I ſhall render praiſe, 
If thou the grace impart : 
Shali hy mn. thy rich atoning blood, 
Aud feel it brihg the peace of God, 


HYMN LXXVIII. 


Mhick were' born, not of Liood, nor of he 
will of the fleſh, nor of the will of man, but 
of God.— John, i. 13. 


Acud of God don't fprins 
From blood of mortal race; 
A nobler birth each one can fing, 
For all are born of grace. 


Nar all the will of man 

Can change one finful heart; 
His ſenſe nor realon never can 
A ruin'd ſoul convert. 


—— 


The 1 


Ali 


By 
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Blind man nec'er found the way 
To make a child of God; 
The more they try, they farther ſtray, 
'Tis out of nature's road, 


God's promis'd Spirit, he 
Alone can do the ching; 

Alive our iouls will never be, 
While unrenew'd by him. 


Celeſtial birth 1s his, 
Unto the choſen dear; 

By him they realize the bliſs, 

And love and praiſe him here, 


His power may I feel, 
Each day upon my heart; 
The Saviour's death to me reveal, 
And ihew me there my part. 


Make me a child of God, 
Seal'd an hcir of heav'n; 
And waſh me clean in Jelus* blood, 
And ſhew each {tn fargiv'n. . 
K 11} 
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HYMN LXXEX. 


ON THE DEATH OF A BELIEVER I/ 


JESUS, Not 
Bleſſed are the dead which die in the Lord. ” 
Rev. xiv. 13. | we 
I 

Fin it ſtands, and for ever ſure, | 
Is God's eternal word; Ane 
Bleſs'd are the dead for evermore, 0 
That die in Chriſt the Lord. W 
| 1 

Our dear departed ſiſter 's gone | 
Unto that happy place; e 
To taſte the plealures God's . ; 
For ev'ry child of grace. To 


Releas'd from fleſh and ev'ry load, 
And bid to mount above; ; 

In glory ſhe fits down with God, | If 
To celebrate his love, | 


No iuterpoſing veil between, | N 0 
To keep her from bis fight ; | N 
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In perſe& glory him ſhe ſees, 
Who was her ſouPs delight. 


Not darkly now as thro” a glaſs, 
Nor yet by faith ſhe fees, 

But ſhe beholds him face to face, 

In the bright realms of bliſs, 


And could we hear how ſweet ſhe ſings, 
Of Jeſus? matchleſs love; 

What noble ſongs, what joyful themes, 
In that ſweet world above : 


How would the notes oor boſoms fire, 
To mount and foar above ; 

To join with her the bliſsful choir, 
And chant redeeming love. 


Nat is the breadth and length, and depth, 
and height, — Eph, iii. 18. 


Oo Loves divine, how ſweet thou art! 
Now take poſſefſion of my heart, 
Nor let it longer rove | 


| 
: 
: 
| 
| 


104 $10N'S-SONGS. 


Unmindful of the chiefeſt good, 
But waſh it in thy hallow'd blood, 
And diaw with cords of love. 


Thy ſaving love no tongue can tell, 
Its riches are unſearchable; 

The firſt-born ſons of light 
Delir'd in vain the whole to ſee, 
For none can zeach the myſtery, 

Or comprehend its height. 


None but the Lord can tell his love, 
Ot all on earth, or all above, 

O grant it unto me; 
And may thy grace cach day 1 impart, 
This miſtery unto my heart, 

And I ſhall happy be. 


Cauſe me each day to dwell in love, 
Until my ſpirit ſoar above, 

To bow before the throne; 
And there, with ali the hoſt on high, 
That ſounds its glories thro? the {ky, 

May 1, dear Lord, be one, 
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HYMN LXX XI. 


There remaineth therefore a reſt to the people 
of Cod. —Alth, iv. g. 


1 R emorts from henee, by fatth, I view, 

The ſtate of the Jeruſ*lem new, 
Where happy minds are bleſs'd; 

And often cat a withful eye. 

And pray to be prepar'd to die, 

With Chrift and faints'to reſt. 


eee 2%, 
SE . 


Were I but landed on that ſhore; 

Where Satan ne'er could tempt me more, 
Nor Sin my peace annoy : 

O happy I] divinely bleſt, 

With Jefus and his faints at reſt, 

In everlaiting joy. 


How gladly could J leave this ſtate, 
And all the world calls good or great, 
All perfect for to be; 
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And climb the mount as Moſes did, ach 
Aud die if my Creator bid, abou 
Might I but reſt with thee, 
Nay | 
| is th 
HYMN LXXXII, y 
Which alſo fat at Jeſus feet, and heard his 
| word. — Luke, x. 39. On 
O rue I could but wiliing fit, 


Like Mary. at the Malter's feet, 

To hear his gracious word; 
Liſt'ning with attentive mind, 
To all he faith, feel well inclia'd, 
To love and ferve the Lord. 


So daily may I find it ſweet, 


| To ſpend my time at Jeſus” teet, * Gra 
| And fee his ſmiling face: : Ae 
There drop the penetential tcar, Hi 
To me his word of mercy hear, cos 


And feel his ſaving grace. 
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Each finful care be beniſh'd hence, 
About the things of time and ſenſe, 
By Jefus* pow'rlul voice: 

May things above engage my mind, 

{ 1s theſe be my whole foul inclin'd, 
And this my happy choice, 
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One thing have I defired of the Lord.— 
Pſalm, xxvii. 4. 


Zion, the glory of the earth, 
Is unto ſouls of heav'nly birth, 
All beautiful and fair; 

To it their longing ſouls aſpire, 
With ardent pangs of ſtrong dehre, 
To find thy preſence there, 


res 


7 Grant this defire, dear God to me, 
A dweller in thy houſe to be, 

; Until my days ſhall end; 
Conſtant in all the means of grace, 
A humble ſeeker of thy face, 

My God, my heav'nly Friend. 
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And when from earth I'm call'd away; 
Take me to realms of endleſs day, 
Fair Zion's King to ſee: 
And in that upper Bethel bleſt, 
With happy ſouls in endleis reſt, 
Aſcribe the praiſe to thee, 


HYMN LXXXIV. 


Rather bleſſed are they that hear the word of 


God and keep it, —Luke, xi. 28. 


Tus word of God ſome underſtand, 

And much they talk of his command, 
And ſeem to credit too; 

If this with you is all the caſe, 

You're like a man that views his lace, 
And from the glaſs doth go. 


You're not quicken'd from the dead, 
The word is ſealed in your head, 
And final you may fall. 
Howe'er you talk it matters not, 
The word by you is ſoon forgot, 
It hath no root at all. 


. 


3 
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The word in letters fair is writ, 

But letters merely nc'er did yet 
Aﬀett a ſinner's ſoul ; 

Death only by the letter 's ſhewn, 

Until the promis'd Spirit come, 
To make thanner whole. 


May thy ſweet word my ſpirit cheer, 
And ſend me down the Comforter, 
To bring it to my heart; 
Thy word ot grace to me apply, 
Poſſeſs'd of it I'd live and die, 
And never wich it part. 


HVMNLXXXV. 


For thou haſt a little ſtrengtl. — Revelation, 
iii. 8. 
My deareſt Lord doth know my caſe, 
He looks on me with ſmiling face, 
And ſees me ſunk in thrall; 
He ſees me in my ſad diſtreſs, 
And well he knows my real caſe, 


He ſays my Rrength is ſmall, 
1 
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From him that ſtrength I did receive, 
*Tis thro? his grace that I believe; 
All glory to his name: 
And tho? I'm weak, my Lord is ſtrong, 
His ſtrength and grace ſhall be my long, 
Till I fit down with him. 
* 
My fins ariſe and pain create, 
And Satan tempts with malice great, 
And tries his wiles on me; 
Trembling at death I often fland, 
But, weak believers, thro' the Lamb, 
Shall more than conqu'rors be. 


The 


Shall 
HYMN LAXXVI. 


Ana he commanded us to preach unto the peo- | 
ple.—Atts, X. 42+. 4 . 
=. lic 


Ys: wanton men, beware 
How Jeſus you deride; 
In 2wful pomp he will appear, 


Who once was cruciked, 11 
ne 


$ION'S SONGS, 111 


This trump will loud proclaim 

The Sov'reign Judge is near; | 
And earth will melt with fervent flame, 
And leave no ſhelter there 


A heav'nly hoſt appears 
Around the Judge, well rang'd; 
The dead will firſt their Sov'reign hear, 
And then the quick be chang'd. 


Ye wiſe, who 're taught by grace, 
And hegp your Sov'reign Love, 
Shall then behold his ſmiling face, 
To welcome you above, 


Ye men of impious breath, 

Ye fooliſh mortals, hear; 
When Jeſus bids you rife from death, 
Then where muſt you appear? 


What ſad diſtreſs for you, 

No human tongue can tell; 

The curſe of God, your righteous due, 
Will fink you down to hell. 

L 1} 
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HYMN LXXXVII, 


Carry them in thy boſom, as a nurſing ſather 


beareth the ſucking child, —Num.x1.12, 


EsUs, how charming is thy name, 

Thy heart, how true and kind! 
To-day as yeſterday the ſame, 

My Lord, my Friend, I find. 


With thee no change of mind is found, 
Thou ever conſtant Friend ; 

Each ſoul on whom it is beſtow'd, 
Thou loveſl to the end. 


Our weakneſs all thou well doth know, 


But bruiſed reeds at beſt; 
On fainting ſouls thy grace beſtow, 
And bear them on thy breaſt. 


To breaſts of love, that ne'er can dry, 
By thy own arm us cling; 


And ſweetly bring the promiſe nigh, 


And bid us ſuck and ſing. 


W 
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No danger can the ſoul o 'ertake, 
That's held in thy embrace 7 


Tho' winds may blow, & waves may bete 
lo ſafety i it ſhall relt. 


* 


Dear. Jeſus bear me on thy breaſt; + - -. | 
My hope and comfort raiſe; I 
Thy daily care to make me bleſt ,, 
And mine to render praiſGQ. 


HYMN LXXXVIII. 


My heart ts ſmitten, and withered tike graſs. 
P/al. cii. 4. 


Aras, poor fond, What now d 
Come, tell thy ſad complaint: 
What makes thy trembling fpirit bow, 
What makes thy heart to faint? 


No barren tree ſo dry, 
No flint ſo hard is found; 
No foul fo dark, ſo dead es I, 
Sure, on this earihly ground, 
L 11) 
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* 


Well, Jeſus this thee ſhnews, Ar 
To let you know you're poor: 1 Ye 
Thy wretched heart he will diſcloſe, I Your: 
That you may prize him more. | A! 


His mercy ſoon will flow, ye 
To eaſe thee of thy pain | 

But with the ſtreams you muſt not go, 
But look thro? them to him. 


The ſtreams may quickly turn, 
Or bitters in them flow ; 

Or dry up ere to-morrow morn, 
But not the fountain too. 


Full is the fountain ſtill, 
And doth ſerenely flow; , 

It open ſtands, and always will, Fro! 
Then, to the fountain go, J 


While paſſing on che road; A 
The ſmitten rock ſhall well ſupply, 


Here daily keep thy eye, | g 
; 
While paſſing home to God, ö 
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| And when, thro? Jelus' blood, 
| You'riſe 1o joys refin'd, 


# Your 16*k 's the c -rlaſtin; God, 
And laſting bliis you'll find. 


HYMN LXXXIX. 


And now, little children, abide in lim. — 
1 John, 11,28. , — 


10 

N 1 Jeſus, ſhew me how 

| I may in thee abide; ' 

From fooliſh wand'rings fave me now, 
And keep me near thy fide. 


. 
4 4 oP 7 
— 3 4 ” 


Thy fide doth ſhelter well, 

| And ſcreen me from my foes; 
From thence a ſtream of grace 1 feel, 
| A balm for human woes. 

| 


When, by thy fide I keep, 

My happineſs is great; 
But, if I take a wand'ring ſtep, 

Some evil-foon 'I meet, * 


e 


—— Po 
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g GG 0 For th 
Draw me with cords of love, ris 
Still nearer ev'ry day; | Gs wi 
And bind me faſt, and hold me ſtill, 2 
| | Anc 
And let me never ſtray. 
Unite me as thy bride, Tow 
Or as a branch and vine; h 
And ſo that death can not divide, AN 
| 2 Ar 
But leave me ever thine. 
221 He“! 
HY MN p,< 6&3 ; A 
| | Ile“ 
And he ſhall let go my captives.— A 
J. xlv. 13. | 
h 
A xr thou'a captive held in ſin, TY 
1 
And groaning in thy chains; a 


The Lord that did ſalvation bring, 
Can eaſe thee of thy pains, 


Jeſus the Lord, a conqu'ror ſtrong, 
The captive ſoul doth free; 
He breaks the bandsthat long have bound, 
And gives full liberty. 
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For this he doth no booty take, 
'Tis mercy's act alone; 

Go with thy chains about thy neck, 
And fall before the Son. 


Tell how thy inmoſt ſins ariſe, 
Which thou canſt ne'er controu!; 
Then tell thy grief, and where it lies, 
And open all thy ſoul. 


He'll fee thy ſtate, and feel at heart, 
And ſympathize with you; 

He'l! healthy wounds, and cure the ſmart, 
And tree thy ſoul ſhall go, 


Then his deltv'rance thou ſhalt boaſt, 
To fonls both ga!l'd and griev'd; 
And bid them make the Lord their truſt, 

And by the Lamb be freed. 
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Let ir 
There, | 
HYMN XCI. And 
And given him a name which is above every 
name, —Phil. ii. g. 
Tt sus, the name high over all, And ent 
Thy Father doth approve; 


for 1 


While finners at thy footſtool fall, | tified 
The conqueſt of thy love. 


F 0 


Wu: 


Jeſus, the name thy Father's giv'n, 


To! 
Unto the choſen dear; No te 
| The beſt of names in earth or heav'n, ; To 
| To baniſh ev'ry fear. 
| ; From 
| No name but this can erc be found Fo 
| Among the fallen race; and 
| Where living ſtreams of life abound, 
Ard rich redeeming grace. 
i ; | Thy 
To me, by grace, this name impart, A 


And bid me there rely; 
It brings ſalvation to the heart, 
And endleſs glory nigh, 


. — 
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Spirit Divine, this name reveal, 
Let me its glories ſee; 

There, by thy grace, my int'reſt ſcal, 
And I ſhall happy be. 


HYMN XCII. 
* 
And enter not into judgment with thy ſervant : 
for in thy fight ſhall no man living be juſ= 
tified. —Pſal, elxili. 2. 


W urns muſt the guilty conſcience flee, 
To gain relief from pain? 

No tears nor alms ſufficient be, 
To waſh away its ſtain, 


From nature's aid no help appears, 
For the whole heart 1s foul ; 
And daily fins increaſe arrears, 
That burden ſtill thy ſoul, 


Thy conduct fair with, men may be, 
And thou accounted juſt ; 


6 W eo. * 42. 
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But conſcience ſtill from Cod will flee, 
If here you put your trult, , 


No longer try to clothe thy heart, 
With merits of thy own ; 

For God will give the juſt deſert, 
And judgment cut you down. 


But Jeſus ſmiles, and, from his throne, 
The voice of love doth come; 

Caſt off all works that thou haſt done, 
And truſt my death alone, 


Caſt all thy fins in Jeſus? blood, 
And look to him by faith; 

So ſhalt thou give the praiſe to God, 
And triumph in Chriſt's death, 


Then aſk the Spirit's full receipt, 
Deep graven in thy breaſt; 

*Tis this will make obedience ſweet, 
And ſet thy heart at reſt. 


ö 
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HYMN XCHI. 


And when they were come to the place whith 
is called Calvary, there they crucified him. 
Luke, xxni. 33. 


Fou out thy gates, Jeruſalem, 
What wonders do I lee! 

There, on a croſs, hangs Chriſt the Lamb, 
For ſuch a wretch as me. 


Calv'ry, the mount of endleſs note, 
Chriſt's execution place, 


By ſaints will never be forgot, 
Dear to the choſen race. 


The promis'd Saviour, this was he, 
This was the Son of God; 

Who mercy brought for ſuch as me, 
In floating ſtreams of blood, 


LE TIE . 


Moſt lovely ſight, and glorious form, 
To one ſo vile as I; 
M 
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I'd creep beſide him as a worm, 
And hear him groan and die. 


While near the croſs I take my place, 
Thou promis'd Spirit, come; 

Reveal to me the Saviour's grace, 
And bring ſalvation home. 


HYMN XCIV. 


1 am the good Shepherd, and know my deep, 
and am known of mine. — John, x. 14. 


W ru tender care, the Shepherd leads 
His precious cholen ſheep ; 

In paſtures fair he makes them feed, 
And keeps them while they ſleep. 


A word from him their ſpirits cheers, 
And makes their breaſts to burn; 

Drives from their hearts all ſlaviſh fears 
And they go cheerful on, 


Of him they think, of him they talk, 
And, as they paſs along, 


— 
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How ſweet they join, as on they walk, 
In this melodious ſong, 


Our Jeſus is our hearts? delight, 
The Lord of glory, he; 

How vaſt his love! ſurpaſſing thought, 
To luch vile worms as we, 


HYMN XCV, 
Thou art worthy, —Rev, iv. 11, 


Ov grateful ſongs ſhall riſe, 
To our Redeemer's name; 
Enthron'd in glory in the ſkies, 
For worthy is the Lamb. 


Ye angels round the throne, 
That feel the heav'nly flame, 

Join in the never-ending ſong, 
For worthy is Lamb. 


Ve ranſom'd ſaints on high, 
To your Redeemer's fame; 
Sound loud his glory thro? the ſky, 
For worthy is the Lamb, 3 
M ij. x | 
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And all ye ſaints on earth, 
That glory in his name; 


Each ſoul that knows the heav'nly birth, 


S:ng, Worthy is the Lamb, 


-+ HYMN XCVI. 
PRAISING JESUS. 


Cour now, ye children of our God, 
So dearly bought with Jeſus blood; 
Give the Lamb your cheerful praiſes, 
Sweetly.hyma the lovely Jeſus. 


Our ſouls to ſave, the Lamb was ſlain, 
To juſtify, he roſe again 
Aſcending high, with conqu'ring love, 
He lives to intercede above. 


He ſends the promis'd Spirit down, 
On ev'ry ſoul he calls his own, 
To ripen them for endleſs joys, 
Thro' the Redeemer's ſacrifice. 


Will and pow'r the Lord beſtows, 


And Chriſt, our ſtrength, the Spirit ſhews, 


Ne {2 
And | 


To hi 
Who 
To le 
To r. 


And 
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Ne ſays, for all on him rely; 
And then his merits doth apply. 


To him be all the glory giv'n, 

Who ſends the Spirit down from heay'n, 
To lead us in the blood-track way 

To regions of eternal day. 
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And the cauſe that is too hard for you, bring 
it unto me, aud I will hear it.— 
Deut. i. 17. 


JESUS, SA 
D:israzs52D ſoul, to thee 1 come, 
Ariſe from this thy darkſome gloom z 
ook up from this thy obſcure cell, 
And all thy woes and troubles tell. 
2 | 
I come to know from whence ariſe 
Choſe frequent groans that pieree the ſkies z 
And whence thoſe briny tears that flow, 
Mingling with increaling woe, 
M 1} 


© 
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SOUL. 
What voice is this ? ſure 'tis ſome friend, 
To whom I may my cauſe commend ; 
Then tell, kind Friend, thy name to me, 
And I my cauſe will tell to thee, 
| JESUS. 
Soul, I am Chriſt, the heav'nly Lamb, 
Pray, have you never heard that name ? 
A lover I of ſach as thee, 
Come therefore te l thy cauſe to me. 

| sour. 
To thee I'd fain my cauſe commend, 
But will the Lord the Lamb attend, 
To hear a feeble broken pray'r, 
And bow ü his ſtill attentive car ? 

JESUS, 

Thy cauſe, poor Soul, however hard, 
Made known to me, I will regard; 
But, patient wait, and you ſhall prove, 
I '11 end thy cauſe in boundleſs love. 


J faithful am in all 1 do, 
And all my people prove me ſo; 
Steadfaſt believe I'm a kind Lord, 
True to my name, promile, and word, 
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HYMN XCVIII. 


Pride goeth before deſtrudt ion, and an haugh« 
ty ſpirit before a jall,— Prov, xvi. 18. 


He an, each ambitious ſilly worm, 
Prompted up by pride, 

At kind rebuke doth riſc and ſtorm, 

And counſel kind deride. 


In this fad flate you dang'rous ſtand, 
And quickly you will hnd, 

Some woeful fall is nigh at hand, 

To ſhame thy prided mind, 


Peace from your mind will now depart, 
And that you'll quickly know; 

A precious Chriſt and upſtart heart, 

Together cannot go. 


The humble ſoul is his delight, 
To ſuch the Lord is nigh, 


gt * 
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Upholds them by his grace's might. 
And hears them when they cry. 


HYMN XCIX, 


Thy words were found, and 1 did eat them, — 
Jerem. xv. 16, 


How precious is thy truth, my God, 
Well ratihed in Jeſus* blood, 
And by the Spirit ſeal'd ; 
A thouſand worlds with this compare, 
And worthleſs they will all appear, 
When truth is firmly held. 


The quicken'd ſoul the word doth eat, 
Finds it rich and ſavoury meat, 
Prepared by the Lord; 
And happy they whom thou doth ſeed, 
Such ſouls ſhall grow and thrive indeed, 
And live upon the word, 


Give mea portion of thy word, 
An appetite to eat it, Lord, 
And in thy truth confide ; 


And k 
Nor lt 
B 
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And keep me, Jeſus, day by day, 
Nor let me from thy truth ere ſtray, 
But conſtant there abide, 


HYMN C. 


And to I noi the Love of Chriſt which paſſeth © 
knowledge. —Ephef. iii. 19. 
O warl really thirſt to prove, 
The greatneſs of redeeming love, 
The love of Chriſt fo free; 
Nor reſt till I his witneſs feel, 
Who can the Saviour's love reveal, 
To one ſo vile as me. 


Thy pierced hands and feet, my God, 
Thy wounded fide and trickling blood 
Shed for thy choſen race, 
May I by faith each day deſcry, 
And thou the ſame to me apply, 
And freely ſave by grace, 
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Near to thy ſide cauſe me to walk, 
And of thy ſaving love to talk, 
Till I am rais'd above; 
Then when thy work of grace is done, 
Call me to bow before thy throne, 
And bleſs redeeming love, 


HYMN CI. 


He will guide you into all truth. John, 
xvi. 13. 


Prowts'y Spirit, heav'nly guide, 
Conduct and lead to Jeſus fide, 

My roving treack'rous heart ; 
There fix my ſoul, my heav'nly friend. 
And keep me there till time ſhall end. 

Nor let me willing part. 


What fin is there too vile for me, 
Or what's the evil I ſhould flee, 
If thou my foul deſert ; 
None, in thy light, I clearly fee, 
If thou was once to give up me, 
And from my heart depart, 
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Give me a will from thy rich grace, 

And pow'r to walk in Jeſus ways, 
And to his glory live; 

A mind each day to watch and pray, 

And faith in Chriſt with ſingle eye, 
May I from thee receive, | 


Shew me the Saviour's precious blood, 
Bring to my heart the peace of God, 
And ſeal and make it ſure: | 
O keep me ſafe while here below, 
Prepare my ſoul for glory too, 
And bleſs me evermore. 


HYMN CII. 


Fear thou not. — Iſaial, xli. 10. 


Coux, mourning ſouls, dry up your tears, 
Believe the words of Jeſus true; 

Now baniſh all your guilty fears, 

For Chriſt expir'd in death for you. 


See how the purple torrent flows 
Down from the Saviour's pierced fade, 
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A precious balm for all your woes, 
Which God the Father did provide. 


His blood was ſhed to cleanſe from fin, 
And when to us it is applied, 

It makes the guilty conſcience clean, 
While taith beholds the cruciſied. 


Tis free, and all may freely come, 
Who ſee and feel their need of bim; 
His word declares there yet 1s room, 
For ſuch as want releaſe from fin, 


HYMN CI1II, 


My ſoul is even as @ weaned child, — 
P/alm, cxxxi. 2. 


Cart me away from things of earth, 
Great Author of celeſtial birth, 

And bid me ſoar above: 
Weaned from all the world beſide, 
In Jeſus? grace I would confide, 


And.drink full draughts of love. 


Fa 
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1] would no wild ambition have, 

No worldly grandeur would I crave, 
Wean'd from this carth below; 

Its pining care and gilded ſhow, 

I'd neither wiſh nor long to know, 
But after Jeſus go. 


Allure me with thy charms of love, 

And waſh my ſoul in Jeſus' blood, 
And bring me near to thee ; 

Inſnaring earth from me remove, 

And fix my heart and hope above, 
And I ſhall happy be, 


HYMN CIV. 


Faith without works is dead. — James, ii. 20. 


Tz good the tree is found, 
And rooted well in faith, 

It doth with fruitfulneſs abound, 
Through the redecmer's death. 


N 


134 $10Nn'S SONGS, 


Aſſent can nothing do, 

It brings no profit forth; 
But goſpel-faich, it is not ſo, 

It claims an hcav*nly birth. 


From love it ſerveth God, 
And acts, by grace, its part, 


It draweth pardon from Chriſt's blood, 


And purifes the heart. 


Though it's ſeverely tried, 
Its victories are ſure, 

It fights, through Jeſus crucihed, 
And not by human pow'r. 


It worketh peace within, 

And caſts out laviſh fear; 
It beareth fruit and conquers fin, 

And brings falvation near, 


This grace beſtow on me, 

Thou Author of true faith; 
And by it may I live to thee, 

Through my Redeemer's death. 


Spur 


Put 


T1 
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H Y M N V. 


By grace ye are /a:ed,—Epheſ. ii. 5. 


Pazvrar x me; bleſſed God, 

To ſtand beſore thy face; 
Spirit Divine, apply Chriſt's blood, 
And ſave me by his grace, 


Self-righteouſneſs remove, 
Give me better dreſs; 
Put on the mantle of Chriſt's love, 
And perfect righteouſneſs, 


Remove my ev'ry fin 

By Jelus' ſacrifice ; 
T hou, promis'd Spirit, work within, 
And bring me to the ſkies. 


And ſeal my int'reſt firm, 

In Jeſus” faithful care, 

Aud in the reſurreQion-morn, 
May I with his appear. 

N ij 
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When riſing from the grave, 
Immortal Spirit own, But et! 

The ſoul that Jeſus died to ſave, And 
And thine own ſealed one. 


I mv 
Whe 
HYMN CVI. 

Return ye backſliding children, and I will LW 
| heal your backſiidings.— Ferem, ii. 22. Ani 
| 
| Wir grief I feel my roving heart, I” 
| So daily prone for to depart, An 
| And leave the goſpel ſweets; 

Forgetſul of the God of love, 

It turns eſlide from him to rove, TI 

In ſearch of ſinful baits. N 

No ſkill of mine can ſtop its courſe, g A 

It fioful is, and groweth worſe B 


In ev'ry baſe diſguiſe; 

1 Attacks my ſoul from day to day, 

With fair pretence leads me aſtray 
To vanity and lies. 


— — 


—— Hh he. 
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But though I am by fin undone, 

And native power I have none, 
To heal a roving heart; 

I muit not {nk in black deſpair, 

When help in Jeſus is ſo near, 
That he doth free impart, 


I will thee love, and heal thee too, 
And freely both of theſe will do, 
The bleſſed Jeſus ſays; 
I']1 take' your hcart that 's prone to rove, 
And draw it with the cords. of love, 
And lead you in my ways. 


Co 
& 
' 


— 
— 


Then take this wretched heart af mine, 
And faſten it by love divine, 

And place it near thy ſide; 
And never let it from thee rove, 
But fix and ground it in thy love, 

Nor more from thee backſlide. 


B 
oo 
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HYMN CVII. 


Hut the fruit of the ſpirit is love, 
Gal, v. 22. 


Conmverzn nature wants 

A portion here below, 

And for it daily pants, 

And after it will go; 
Naymind to ſeck, or ſoar above, 
A ſtranger quite to God and Love, 


Love is the Spirit's fruit, 
And floats in Jeſus' blood, 
. And nothing ſhort will ſuit 
The ſoul that 's born of God: 
This, by the Holy Ghoſt, is ſhed 
In hearts for whom the Saviour bled. 


Tis that moſt precious ſpring 
The bleſſed feel above, 

That makes them ſweetly ſing, 
And bleſs the God of love; 


This, 
To h 
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This, felt by ſaints beneath the ſkies, 
To heav'n their longing fouls arile. 


Love lightens all our load, 

Helps us to bear the toil, 

DireRs to Jeſus* blood, 

And makes the pilgrim ſmile; 
Leads us along the narrow road, 
Aud ſweetly bears us home to God, 


HYMN CVIIIL. 


PART FIRST, 


1 will take the ſtony heart out of their fleſh, 
and I will give them an heart of fleſh. 
EzeR, xi. 19. 


No ſlint more hard, no ſtone more b 
Than is my fallen heart, 
Till quicken'd. by the Church's head, 
no doth new life impart, 
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Some tell me I muſt make it pure, 
The work T*ve trieT in vain; 

I can as {oon the dead reſtore, 
And give them life again. 


A ſinſul, proud, and fruitleſs part, 
Ambition ſeis us on; 

But Chriſt alone can change the heart, 
And then the work is done. 


I cannot bear ſo great a load, 
For ſtrength, I fcel, I've none; 
The work is only fit for God, 
And wrought by his own Son. 


The Lord, who firſt created man, 
Muit raiſe the fallen race; 

Reſtore the heart to lite again, 
And fill the lips with praiſe, 
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HYMN CIX, 


PART SECOND. 


N ow to my God I'd lift mine eyes, 
O hear me Jeſus, while I cry; 

The heart of ſtone from me remove, 
Give me a heart of faith and love. 


A heart that's fill'd with filial fear, 
That often feels its Jeſus near; 
Quickcn'd to feek each day to God, 


And taught to tread the blood- track road. 


A heart that may thy altar be, 
Where ſacrifice, my God, to thee, 
Both day and night in flames ariſe, 
Like fragrant incenſe, to the ſkies. 


A heart by grace made truly meck, 
That hears if Jeſus ſoftly ſpeak, 
That loves thy children and thy cauſe, 


That feels thy blood, and hugs thy croſs, 
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This heart from thee may I receive, 
Tis thine, dear God, alone to give; 
And then, by grace, it daily raiſe 

To own the gift, and give thee praiſe, 


HYMN CX. 


—— —— 


Thou didſt hide thy face, and I was troubled, 
P/al. xxx. 7, 


| 
: 
| 
| 
' 
: 
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I + for a moment Goe's withdrawn, 
His charming ſmile's withheld, 

I fnd my ſoul in darkneſs moan, 

| My heart with horrors fill'd. a 


| Darkneſs and clouds apace come on, 

| And debts, and broken laws; 

And black deſpair to pore upon, 
When my dear God withdraws, 


OR FH ate Oo on 


Doth Jeſus love his goſpel poor, 
When ſunk in foul like me; 

Here, Lord, I'm waiting at thy door, 
And long thy face to lee. 


* — — 


Look 
17 
A {ir 
W 


— 
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Look thro' the windows of thy love, 
Upon my moſt Mailt; 
A ſmile from tie, {ent from above, 


Will bid all grief depart, 


HYMN CXI. 


Yea, T have loved thee with an everloſiing love, 
Jer. Axxi. 3. 


Lov'o of God from everlaſting, 
Ev'ry ſaint of Jeſus is, 
But the bliſs is known by taſting, 
From the Spirit each receives; 
True witnels he, 
Of the life the Saviour gives. 


Saved by Jeſus from the curſe, 
Of a righteous broken law, 
And full redemption from the croſs, 
Is the blifling that they know ; 

This, from Jeſus, 
Doth in ſtreams of mercy flow, 
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1 
Hither bring your cheerful praiſes, TE 
To the blecding dying Lamb; 1 
Sweetly hyma the holy Jeſus, N 
Full redemption's in his name: 
All who feel it, 8 
Spread the bleſs'd Redeemer's fame. 
HYMN CXII. p 
It is finiſhed. — John, xix. 30. 6 
Hax! a voice of love and mercy, ay 
Sounding loud from Calvary, 5 
Speaks to me, a wretch unworthy; 
Hear the dying Jeſus cry, o 
It is finiſh'd, 0 
Hell-deſerving ſoul, ſor thee. 3 
Sov'reigu grace made me attention, : 
To the animating ſound ; 
This alone, I'd wiſh to mention, 155 
»Tis the bleeding Saviour's own, * 


He heſtow'd it 
On a ſinner that had none. 
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Haly Ghoſt loud repeat it, | 


Ev'ry hour to my heart, "eq 
Let me never more forget it, 1 
Never from the croſs depart; Mw 


With my Jeſus 
Sweetly entertain my heart, 


HYMN CXIII. 
I wound and I Heal. Deut. xxxi. gg. 


Cornvinc'y by thee, my God, I {eel 
How loſt, undone am I; 

Deilitute of power and will, 
And without grace mult die, 


O!] deeply ſearch my inmoſt ſoul, 
My loving gracious Lord, 

Renew, and make my ſpirit whole, 
According to thy word, 


Let no falſe hope my ſpirit raiſe, 
Nor yet be puil'd by pride, 
But low in duſt may I be laid 
Before the crucified, 

O 


2 3 71. 74 4 
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May ſcenes of love and blood each day 


Humble and draw my heart; 
And grace forbid my ſoul to ſtray, 
Or from my Lord depart, 


HYMN CXIV, 


With loving-kingneſs have I drawn thee — 


Jerem. xxxi. 3. 


Iss is the ſinners' friend, 
Kind and loving to the end, 

Dear to all his humble train, 

Soul for whom the Lamb was lain. 


Mov'd to ſeek him by his grace, 
How they long to ſee his face; 
If their Lord but gentle ſpeak, 
How their ſtubborn ſpirits break. 


Hearts of ſtone that none could move, 
Jeſus melts with cords of love; 

Or, if words ſevere he ſpeak, 

I's to break ot pride the neck. 


V 
II 
c 
C 


„ 


menen, 
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When he 's made them know their hearts, 
Heals the needy, then imparts; , NY 
Clothes them with a glorious dreſs, 
Chriſt their Lord, and righteouſneſs, 


HYMN CX. 
I will ſend him unto you. Fohn, xvi. 7. 


Fxrznp of friendleſs ſinners, thou 
Son of God, and heir of bliſs, 

Send thy promis'd Spirit now, 
While we worſhip in this place. 


May he give the thankful tone, 
While thy praiſes we proclaim; 
Gladly cauſe each heart to own, 
Worthy is the flaughter'd Lamb. 


Teach us how to ſcek and pray, 
By thy Spirit from above; 

Lead us in the blood-track way, 
Hcre to meet a Cod of love. 


Now provide the hearing hear, | 
Quicken ev'ry heart to feel; Oi; 
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Bleſs us with a filial fear, 
Words of ttath in us reveal. 


Give the ſpeaker utt'rance, Lord, 
And thy truth to him impart 
Give him hight into thy word, 
May he ſpeak it from the heart, 


Own and bleſs him in his labour, 
While we're waiting for the word: 
Manifeſt thy gracious favour 

To thy ſervant, deareſt Lord. 

All dependant on thy pow'r, 

Do not let one finner boaſt ; 

If we're bleſſed in this hour, 

May we bleſs the Holy Ghoſt 


HYMN CXVI. 


I preſs toward the mark —Phil. iii. 14. 


Sorviras of Chriſt, preſs on, preſs on, 
For Chriſt your King the battle's won; 
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He calls you in his cauſe to fight, 

He arms you with his grace and might; 

Tho? Satan rage, you'll have your right 
In endleſs day. | 


Fear not, thro' him you'll win the prize, 

And mount with triumpth to the ſkies 

The helliſh foes beſet you round, [down, 

Thro' Jeſus' might you'll. tread them 

And fly, cre Yong, to wear the crowu 
In endlels day. 


And when the mighty battle 's fought, 
And Chriſt hath you to glory brought ; 
There in beauteous order claſs'd, 
Conq'ring ſouls are ever bleſs'd, 
To ling the riches of his grace 

In endleſs day, | 


HYMN CXVII. 


SALVATION BY. THE LAMBy 


H a: Immanuel! God with us, 
Omega laſt, and Alpha firſt; 
5 
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Now beaming forth in merey's rays, 
Sinners live to ſpeak thy praiſe, 


In thee thy Father we adore, 
Sov'reign Lord of love and power 
Quickening, by the Holy Ghoſt, 
We ſinners, who by ſin are loſt. 


How keen the pangs thy teachings give, 
But life from death thy ſaints derive; 
"The life that Moſes ne'er could ſhow, 
Thro' Jeſus' opening wounds doth flow, 


HYMN CXVIII, 


How great Jehovah's bountics are, 
To them that ſeek his face; 

Kindly he waits to anſwer pray'r, 
With bleſſings of his grace. 


"HYMN CXIX, 
Pleading for a faithful Minzfter, 


ExATTED Prince of Life, we own 
The royal honours of thy throne ; 
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We come to bow before thy face, 
Confeſs our fins, and plead tby grace, 


We pray that God the Holy Ghoſt, 
May ſend a herald unto us, | 

That hath his miſſion from above, 
Ordain'd by everlaſting Love. 


Taught by the Spirit, not by men, 
That holy ſcripture may explain, 
With deep experience to thy own, 
And make thy great ſalvation known, 


May ſweetly preach the crucified, 

The vile and precious well divide; 

May faithful prove unto the end, 

And ſhow he is the Bridegroom's friend, 


Ne'er pride the hearts of fallen men, 
But well the truths of God maintain; 
The will, the pow'r of men diſdain, 
And preach they mult be born again, 
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F 
HYMN CXX,., a 
It is God that worketh in you both to will and 
| to do of his good pleaſure, — Phil, ii. 13. = 
| Se Ee 
q Tr is ſurpriſing odd Acce 

What ſome poor creatures feel, 


That own the work of God, 
| Yet talk of pow'r and will; 
| That ſometimes uſe the Saviour's name, 
| Yet glory in the works of men, 


| Their Babel ſtill they raiſe, 

| The produce of their pride; W 
| And, pleas'd to have the praiſe, 

They Jeſus caſt aſide ; 

| At moſt he can no better fair, 

Than with theſe builders take a mare. 


But O, his jealous eye, 

That's ne'er with idols bound, 

Their cunning craft doth ſpy, 

And ſoon will caſt them down; 
Their beſt of works before him fall, 
For Chriſt and grace is all in all. 
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He works in his a will, : 
And gives his choſen pow'r 
His pleaſure to fulfill, 
His ſacred truth t' explore: 
He calls their faith and works his own, 
Accepts their praiſe, and wearsthe crown, 


HYMN CXXI. 
ON BEL!IEVERS' BAPTISM. 


Iss, the Church's head, 
Zion's moſt holy King, 

With thee my longing fon! would tread, 
Who did falvatioa bring. 


While to the water, I 
With willing feet would move, 
Inſtrutt my mind, dear God, to fee 
The wonders of thy Love. 
O leave me not to truſt 
An ordinance divine, 
But in'my Jeſus make my boaſt, 
And love Whate'er is thine, 
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| The Glory, Lord, be thine, '” 
For theſe appointed ways; 
O give the ſubſtance with the ſign, 
| And thou ſhalt have the praiſe, 


HYMN CXXIIL. 


Farnza of Chriſt, our ſpirits own, 
We wait before thee now ; 

Accept, and bleſs us in thy Son, 
Obedience is our view. 


Inflame our love, increaſe our hope, 
Our fortitude renew ; 

Nor let our fainting ſpirits droop, 
While Jeſus we purſue, 


Now, Holy Ghoſt, come from on high, 
And own the myſtic flood; 

The merit of Chriſt's death apply, 
And waſh us in his blood; 


HYMN.CXXI1L. 


By what amazing grace . 
Doth Chriſt, the heav'nly Lamb, 


The 


Sal' 


II >H 
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Inſtruct his choſen in his way, 
To glorify his name, 


He ſhews how foul we be, 
With natures full of fin ; 
Then ſhews believing ſouls the way 
J He makes the filthy clean, 


Baptiſm doth declare, 
The need of Jeſus' blood; 

Then ſhews how Chriſt each choſen heir, 
Is bringing nigh to God. 


The water's own'd of God, 

But, brethren, reit not here, 
Salvation's only in Chriſt's blood, 

And no where elle but there, 


HYMN CXXIV. 


Bu «1x» with Chriſt believers be, 
And riſe, thro? grace, to brighter day; 
To life more ſweet than Adam know'd 
That life which is the gift of God. 
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Water can only eieanſe the fleſh, 
But mercy ſtreams in jeſus' death; 


For you bchold the Son of God, 


Baptiz'd with fire, and bath'd in blood. 


He ſhed a fre upon his own, 

Not to conſume, but melt them down; 
And then, into the myltic flood, 

By goſpel ſaith, they walk with God. 


HYMN CXXV. 


POR THE LORD'S SUPPER. 


Lovszry Jeſus, bleeding Lamb, 
Now we join to bleſs thy name, 
For this feaſt of bread and wine, 
Thou the food, the favour thine, 


Thro' thy mercy, here we come, 
Love and grace has made us room; 
Brought us in and ſet us down, 
Here, to banquet with thy own, 


Condeſcend to make us know, 


* What we to thy mercy owe; 


$10N's SONGS, x 


I erd us on to realms of day, 
Bleſſing, praiſing all the way. 


-HYMN CXXVI. 


Wuar object 's this that meets my eyes! 
In garments died in blood; 

That hills my ſoul with ſuch ſurpriſe! 
Is this the ſon of God? 


Yes, now I ſec 'tis he, 'tis he, 
That 's with ſalvation dreſs'd, 
He deigns to viſit worthleſs me!“ 

And with a worm to leaſt. 


Eat, friend, he cries, and drink, belov'd, 
This fealt did I prepare; 

O fix this heart, nor let it rove, 
While Jeſus is ſo near. 


HYMN CXXVII. 


OrsrDiE Nr to thy ſacred word, 
Commemorating of thy love ; 
p 
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We're at thy table, waiting, Lord, 
For promis'd bleflings from above. 


Come down, and at thy table fit, 
And let us ſee thy ſmiling face; 


*Tis this that makes our bliſs complete, 


Communion with the King of Grace. 


HYMN CXXVIII. 


Tus little fruit 1 bear, 

Should fill my ſoul with ſhame; 
O give me, Lord, a conſtant care, 

To glority thy name, 


A deep concern create 

Within my thoughtlels heart; 
And then go on tor to complete, 

Thy own moſt bleſled work, 


May I, by ſaith, diſcern 
The crucified Lamb; 

And make it, Lord, my chief conc » 
To gloity his name, 


* 
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HYMN CXXIX; 


Orvain's by everlaſting love, 
The Saviour's table 's ſpread ; 
And here I wait till call'd above, 

To banquet with my head, 


O may the love that ſpread the feaſt, 
My cheerful hope now raiſe, 

And ſhew me I'm a welcome gueſt; 
And God ſhall have the praiſe, 


HYMN CXXX, 


T is he that left the realms of bliſs, 
To vilit dying men, | 

Prepares for us this ſacred feaſt, 
And bids us welcome in. 


Thou, Jeſus, art the living bread, 
The wine ſhews forth thy blood; 
And when, by faith, on theſe we lece, 
We glory in our God. 
P ij 
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O clothe us with thy ſpotleſs robe, 
And bring us near to thee; 

Let each be found the gueſt of God, 
Aud we ſhall happy be. 


HYMN CXXXI, 


Arx hail! thou richand matchleſs grace, 
That gives my worthleſs ſoul a place, 
Here, at thy table, bleſſed God, 

To eat thy fleſh and drink thy blood. 


Why, Saviour, me? I cannot tell, 

"Tis mercy free, I-know it well; 

But why to me, dear Saviour, why? 
White numbers rove from thee and die. 


O Jeſus! thou haſt will'd it fo, 

Grace brought me here, and keeps me too; 
To grace employ my foul in praile, 
Now, and to everlaſting days. 


| 
| 
| 
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q HYMN CXXXII. 


Wu at thy table, Lord, 

| - I'm helped to appear, 

Thy name for to record, 

i And pay my homage there; 

| TI look around and think it ſweet, 
That any at thy table fit, 


But O! within my heart 
There s ſomething greater yet, 
That I ſhould have a part, 
” And at thy table fit; 
» Neighbours, you well may gaze at me, 
While here a gueſt with Chriſt I be. 


And I muſt wonder too, 
And wonder well J may, 
Why Chriſt this grace ſhould ſhew, 
To ſuch a wretch as me; 
I dare not ſay that I am meet! 
The chief of ſiuners, here I ſit, 
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From hence I cannot ſtray, 

My Lord has bid me come; 

O caſt each fear away, 

And ſhew'me there is room: 
And while I feaſt, ſhed down thy grace, 
That I may love thy name and praiſe. 


Wu 


HYMN CXXXIII. 


Tus love of Chriſt, our Friend, 
Demands a grate ful ſong; 

Kind Spirit, now on us deſcend, 
And move both heart and tongue. 


Thy favour here we ſought, 
And we've been richly fed; 

The beſt of bleſſings thou haſt brought, 
And on thy table ſpread, 


Now, bid us go in peace, 

Aud keep us by thy care; 
And may we grow each day in grace, 

Till we in heav'n appear, 
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HYMN CXXXIV. 


N ow, to the Mafter of the ſeaſt, 
We'd raiſe a thankful fong; 

And ſing the riches of his grace, 
And his ſalvation own. 


His grace 1s rich, and freely ſhed, 
And worthy is his name; 


By him our fouls are {weetly fed, 
And bleſſed be the Lamb. 


HYMN CAXXXYV, 


GRA E, the wonderous theme } 
No mortal tongue can tell; 

It gave up Chriſt, the heav'nly Lamb, 
To ranſome his from hell. 


It makes him now our food, 
Gives appetites to eat; | 
And with ſalvation: ſpreads the board, 

Where his redeemed fit, 
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HYMN CXXXVI: 


T ur r, Father, now we bleſs, 
And thy coequal Son, 
/ The Spirit of thy Grace, 
Eternal Three in one; 
That ſpread for us a royal feaſt, 
And call 'd us in to be thy gueſt. 
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